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ONE 


The dinosaur swung its great scaly neck down to look at you. 
Twin ruby lasers scanned the plastic identity card the guard 
held out. 

‘Hurry up Dinah,’ muttered the guard. 

‘Welcome,’ boomed a synthesised voice. “Welcome to the 
Natural History Museum. Restaurant and restrooms to the 
right, Hall of Space to the left. Have a nice day, now.’ 

The guard led you straight on to the green baize door at the 
end of the entrance hall. Above it, a liquid light display read 
‘Day 220, Year 2056, Time 09.53’. 

You went down several flights of worn stone. steps. 
Everywhere there were crates of labelled exhibits. At last you 
came to a steel fire door and a spiral cast-iron staircase. The 
atmosphere was cool and dry. Your feet echoed on stone 
paving slabs and the light was underwater green. 
‘Quadrupeds,’ said the guard, leafing through his clipboard. 
‘Non-mammalian.’ 

Tucked away in a corner by the lift was a square 
gray-flecked fibreglass crate. It was labelled ‘Property of 
Sarah Jane Smith. Not for Exhibition’. 

‘Friend of yours?’ asked the guard. 

‘No, she was a friend of the family.’ 

‘Well,’ said the guard, ‘Whatever it is, it’s been here fifty 
years. Sign here, please.’ 

So began the greatest adventure of your life. 


It took two porters to manhandle the crate into your hotel 
room. 

Two hours later, you were beginning to wonder whether 
Sarah Jane Smith was a friend of the family after all. There 


was, as far as you could see, absolutely no way into the crate. 
The gray-flecked fibreglass was as smooth and seamless as a 
pebble. You kicked the crate angrily. ‘You stupid idiotic 
waste of time and space!’ 

‘How did you know?’ said a gravelly voice. 

You swung round. There in the open doorway, hands in 
the pockets of the sort of shiny gray suit pop-singers used to 
wear a hundred years ago, stood a small, grinning figure. 
Although he was not much taller than you, there was 
something compact and athletic about him, like those 
pictures of acrobats in old books. His hair was black and 
close-cropped and his features, you decided, were best 
described as amiably dishonest. But it was his clothes that 
took your eye: the narrow lapel suit, the pink shirt and boot- 
lace tie, fluorescent green socks and thick purplish 
crepe-soled shoes. The whole outfit, including the gold 
Indian’s-head ring on his little finger, looked as ifit had been 
stolen from a costume museum. 

‘Mind if I come in? The voice, too, sounded like 
something from an old British movie. 

‘That door,’ you said pointedly, ‘was locked.’ 

‘Yeah, I noticed that.’ 

‘How did you get in?’ 

The strange figure tapped the end of his nose and sniffed. 
“Ways and means,’ he grinned. ‘I heard you kicking and 
shouting and screaming, and I thought, ’allo, trouble. And in 
I come. Everyfink all right?’ 

‘Yes,’ you said. ‘Who are you anyway?” 

‘Drax is the name, antiques is the game. Bric-a-brac, objets 
- dart, stuffed animals. You name it, I'll buy it.’ 

‘Is that why you’re dressed like that?’ 

Drax looked at himself thoughtfully. “You might say that, 
yeah.’ He frowned, and then grinned again. ‘Anyway, 
nobody’s perfect.’ He moved to the crate. His hands stroked 
the gray surface, and then he patted the top, fondly, as if it 
were a favourite pet. 

‘Long time since I seen one of these.’ 

Then something quite incredible happened. He squatted 


down, put a hand on each side of the crate and picked it up. 
He straightened and held the crate high above his head, 
looking at the underneath. It had taken two hefty porters ten 
minutes to drag it from the lift! 

‘It’s a good one and all,’ he said, setting it gently down on 
the carpet. ‘How much you want for it?’ 

‘What is it?’ you said. 

‘Tt’s no use to you, is it, not in this day and age.’ Drax 
paused and looked at the watch on his wrist. It was the only 
thing about him that was not antique. In the centre of the 
strip of bluish metal that circled his hairy wrist was a black 
rectangle. Pinpricks of light glinted in it: it was like a small 
square of clear night sky. “What time is it exactly, any idea?’ 

‘Twelve eighteen.’ 

‘Ta.’ Drax hesitated and, for the first time, looked 
sheepish. ‘Haven’t got the day and the year have you? Only 
the old ticker’s gone a bit dicky on me recently.’ 

‘It’s fifty-six, day two-twenty.’ 

‘What fifty-six?’ 

‘What d’you mean what fifty-six? Twenty-fifty-six, of 
course.’ 

Drax made a delicate stroking movement with his thumb 
on the bluish metal. ‘Now that accounts for all kinds of how’s 
your father. Right, this crate. How much?’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

Pll give you twenty-five, no comebacks.’ 

‘Twenty-five Euros?’ 

‘Fahsend, yeah.’ 

‘Twenty-five thousand Euro credits for this crate?’ 

‘Twenty-seven and half, then. Top whack.’ 

‘But you don’t know what’s in it.’ 

‘Neither do you. Or do you?’ Drax’s eyes narrowed. 

‘I haven’t got the faintest idea.’ 

‘Good. Terrific. Is it a deal?’ Drax held out his hand. You 
looked at'it and thought. Twenty-seven and a half thousand 
Euros. More than most people earned in a year. Enough for a 
house, almost. Yours, and all for an old crate you couldn’t 


open anyway. 


1 


Drax’s hand moved closer. He smiled at you invitingly. 
‘Shake,’ said Drax. From inside his jacket pocket he took out 
a pile of gold five-thousand-Euro plaques and offered them to 
you. “Thirty for cash.’ 


This 1s a straight choice. It’s absolutely up to you. 
If you decide to take the money, go to 5. 
If you refuse Drax’s offer for the crate, go to 2. 


1 
The Doctor took a deep breath and made his decision. The 
TARDIS was only a machine. No machine was worth a single 
human life. It was his clear duty to try to save the human race 
from extinction. 

Omega took the precaution of keeping him in ‘toroidal 
stasis’. There was no way the Doctor could outwit Omega. 
Forced to reveal the location of the TARDIS, the Doctor 
tried to delay Omega with a series of long, rambling 
discussions on the implications of temporal theory. But 
Omega was not interested in implications: ‘I am an engineer, 
Doctor, not a theorist. All I need to know is how a thing 
works. You and your woolly-minded colleagues can have all 
eternity to worry about the why of it all.’ 

The Doctor’s next move was to interlace his teachings with 
constant digressions and stories of his own adventures in 
Time and Space. Again, Omega saw through the delaying 
tactics. ‘I have had enough of these tales of your puny 
adventures. I have great triumphs of my own to make. Tell 
me what I need to know, otherwise the human race will 
perish.’ Faced with Omega’s indomitable will, the Doctor 
began to weaken. The longer he spent in Omega’s company, 
the more he became hypnotised by his visions of revenge and 
universal domination. The Doctor knew he was being taken 
over, but had lost his power to resist. Under the tremendous 
pressure of Omega’s will, the Doctor finally caved in, and 
revealed the ultimate secrets of the vortices of Time. 

As Omega stood at the controls of the TARDIS the Doctor 
felt himself diminish, his life-force fade, his powers of 


2 


regeneration die away. ‘I am yours, Omega,’ he said, ‘you have 
won.’ He felt himself slipping away, absorbed into Omega’s 
inner darkness, until at last the Doctor was no more. Omega 
had triumphed. 


2 

Drax’s offer tempted you. Two things stopped you from 
accepting. The first was that if Sarah Jane Smith had left 
something to you in her will she must have had a reason. It would 
be ungrateful, to say the least, not to find out what was inside the 
crate. The second consideration was curiosity. Why should 
Drax, a person you had never seen before, offer you so much 
money? And why was he so confused about time? He did not 
seem to know which century he was in, let alone what day it was. 
There was something else, too. Odd as he was, you found him 
quite likeable. He did not strike you as particularly trustworthy, 
but he was amusing. 

The next hour or so passed very quickly. Drax upped his 
offer to fifty thousand, then a hundred thousand. The more he 
offered, the more determined you became not to give in. Finally 
Drax sighed, heavily. ‘All right,’ he said, ‘you win. What do 
you want?’ 

‘I want to know what’s in the crate. I think you can open it. 
You wouldn’t offer me all this money if you didn’t.’ 

‘Smart kid, arncha?’ 

‘Open it, then.’ 

‘If I do,’ said Drax, ‘can we still do a deal?’ 

“That depends.’ 

‘Stand on me. Depends on what?” 

“What’s inside of course,’ you said. ‘And there’s one other 
thing.’ 

“You don’t half want an arm and a leg, doncha?” said Drax. 
‘All right, give in. What d’you wanna know?’ 

‘Why do you talk in that funny way?’ 

Drax looked as if he was about to explode. ‘Stroll on!’ he 
burst out, ‘Stone me! Strewf! ’Ark who’s talking! Listen, you 
fink I talk funny, you should cop an ear’ole of what you sound 
like, because that’s weird, Coco?’ 
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‘It sounds as if you learned it all off early British television. 
All those boring crime shows and B movies. You’re a century 
out of date, Drax.’ 

‘Oh yeah?’ 

es: 

‘Tell you what [ll do. Pll open the crate, and if we can 
come to terms, PII tell you a little story.’ 

‘A true story?’ 

“Would I lie?’ 

You looked into his wide-open, frank gray eyes. ‘I expect 
so. Open the crate.’ 

Drax rubbed the tips of his fingers together. Then, to your 
surprise, he picked up the biggest hammer he could find and 
brought it down smartly on the perspex ‘Not for Exhibition’ 
label on top of the crate. The black plastic shattered and 
shards flew across the room. ‘Subtle, innit?’ said Drax, 
picking away at the remaining bits of perspex. You moved 
nearer. Underneath was a small key-pad with five buttons, 
four close together and the fifth a little further apart. 

‘Go on then,’ said Drax, ‘I expect old Sarah Jane set it up 
for you.’ 

‘Set what up?’ 

‘You know what this is?’ said Drax. ‘It’s a space-crate.’ 

‘Oh.’ 

‘Well, to stop curious little fingers whiling away the 
monotony of deep space by nicking other people’s valuables 
they have these key pads. This one will be matched to your 
prints and your biorhythmic patterns.’ 

‘So you couldn’t open it even if you had bought it?’ 

Drax scratched the end of his nose, pensively. ‘Well, 
there’s ways and means. But it would be quicker if you just 
place your left hand on the buttons.’ 

You stretched out your hand and let the fingertips rest on 
the five buttons. A low humming sound, then the note 
changed, became higher, mosquito-like. Wisps of acrid 

“smoke began to curl away from the rounded edges. 

‘Is this supposed to happen?’ The buttons were becoming 

uncomfortably hot. 
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‘Heat-sealed, innit? said Drax. ‘Only the elements 
warming up.’ 

There was a series of hisses and sputtering noises. Then, 
with a sharp crack, the four sides of the crate fell apart, 
leaving the lid rocking gently on top of a curious metallic 
shape. You lifted off the lid. It was roughly the size and shape 
of a medium-sized dog, but there the resemblance ended. 
Embossed on its flanks in old-fashioned computer lettering 
was the letter K and the figure 9. Propped between its ears, or 
tracking sensors, as you soon learned to call them, was a letter 
in Sarah Jane Smith’s handwriting. You picked it up. It 
smelled, faintly, of honeysuckle. 


This is to introduce K-9. It, or rather he, for K-9 is, I regret to 
say, patterned after the male of the species, a mobile 
self-powered computer. To be exact, this is K-9 Mark Three, 
but the fate of the other two need not concern you. In addition to 
the computer facilities and the data-com probe which enables 
K-9 to ‘read’ other computer data banks, K-9 is a sophisticated 
tracking device and communications vehicle. Because of the 
hazardous nature of the missions upon which K-9 is normally 
engaged, he is equipped with a photon blaster which can be set to 
stun, blast or dematerialise. Once activated, K-9 Mark Three 
will recharge himself automatically from the nearest energy 
source. To activate, press the eleventh key on the console for ‘RK? 
and the ninth for ‘9’. All that now remains is for me to wish you 
Good Luck, for you will not have been able to read this letter 
unless you were about to embark upon an adventure fraught 
with risk and danger. Always remember, the rewards are as great 
as the risks you take. You may not know what you are about to 
do, or where you are going to go. Don’t worry. As soon as K-9 is 
activated, he will be in touch with the nearest Gallifreyan 
information source. I am not allowed to say anything more, but 
no doubt you will find out as you go along. If you do meet the 
Doctor, please give him my love. 


Sarah Jane. 
While you were reading this letter you were aware that 


Drax was giving K-9 a close examination. What you did not 
see was that Drax placed his ‘ticker’, as he called his curious 
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wristwatch, against K-9’s data-com probe. A very 
high-pitched tone, more a sensation than a noise, made you 
look up. Drax snatched his ‘ticker’ quickly away from K-9. 
‘Just giving it the once-over. Well, everyfink looks in good 
nick, so if we’re going to do a deal, let’s get on with it.’ 

You did not reply. Instead you walked over to K-9 and 
touched the eleventh and ninth keys on the ‘console. K-9 
lifted his head and scanned first you, then Drax. 

‘Good afternoon,’ said a high, faintly pernickety voice. ‘I 
am K-9, you are my new Owner. In future I shall address you 
as such. Is that acceptable?’ 

‘Perfectly,’ you said. 

‘Kindly answer in positive or negative modes.’ 

‘Yes, K-9, that is acceptable. Sorry about that.’ 

‘It is not necessary to apologise. You are not expected to be 

- infallible.’ K-9 wheeled forward, turned to right and left, and 
then reversed. ‘Motor circuits tested,’ he announced. ‘Good 
afternoon, Drax.’ 

‘Long time no see, K-9,’ said Drax. 

‘Your information is being processed.’ said K-9. 

‘What information?’ you asked. ‘And how do you two 
know each other?’ 

“Well, that’s a long story, innit, K-9?’ 

‘Information being processed,’ repeated K-9. 

‘Go on,’ you said to Drax. 

‘Well, they must’ve checked you out—’ 

‘They?’ you asked. 

‘Yeah,’ Drax nodded. ‘Them.’ 

‘The people from this Gallifrey place?’ 

‘That’s right. Well, I was at the Prydonian Academy with 
the Doctor. That’s the geezer who built old Mark Three 
here. But they slung me out. I was all right on the practical 
side but temporal theory done me in. My brain is in me 
hands, see? So I got hold of this second-hand TARDIS and 
went into repairs and maintenance—’ 

‘A TARDIS?” you asked. 

K-9’s visual orientation circuits glowed red. ‘Time and 
Relative Dimensions in Space. A form of transport.’ 
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‘Anyway,’ said Drax, ‘it broke down. In Brixton, wannit? 
Just down the road from here before they burned it all down— 

‘But that was last century,’ you said. 

‘Yeah. Well, anyway, I was out of funds, and I needed these 
special crystals for the hyperbolic laser drive. The only place 
that had ’em was this big place down by the river. They had 
these security guards dressed up like playing-cards.’ 

‘The Tower of London.’ 

‘That’s it. They had a perfect set of these crystals. But they 
was all locked away. Well, that was no good to me. I had to have 
em, so I went and took ’em.’ 

“You stole the Crown Jewels?’ 

‘No,’ Drax shook his head sadly. ‘I got nicked. I got ten years 
in the Scrubs.’ 

“In prison?’ 

‘Rough old place. Anyway, I had to learn the language to 
survive. I mean, if you don’t talk like them, see, you’re in dead 
bovver, know what I mean?’ 

‘But that was a hundred years ago.’ 

‘Tm coming to that. So there I was, doing me porridge, doing 
me nut, and the Doctor and K-9 here busted me out of the nick. 
So I owe him one, don’t I? When I heard he was in shtuck I set 
the co-ordinates and down I come. Only trouble was, I’d set 
everything up for 1956, Los Angeles. All the gear, TARDIS, 
the lot. And here we are in twenty-first-century London.’ Drax 
shrugged. ‘Easy mistake to make.’ 

You were still trying to take it all in when K-9 trundled back. 
‘Information processed,’ he reported. “The Doctor is trapped in _ 
toroidal stasis. Location thirty-five degrees North, one 
hundred and seventeen degrees West. Area known as Mojave 
Desert.’ 

‘But that’s in southern California,’ you said.’ 

‘Information correct,’ said K-9. 

‘We'd better get our skates on, then,’ said Drax. 

‘Snag is, K-9, I’ve had a bit of trouble with the TARDIS.’ 

‘Last known position required,’ said K-9. 

Drax looked crestfallen. ‘It’s on the hotel roof. Not my 
fault—last time I was here this place wasn’t built.’ 
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On the way up to the roof you learned more about Drax 
‘and the Doctor. Both were Time Lords, both had been 
outlawed from their home planet of Gallifrey and classed as 
‘renegades’ by the High Council of the Time Lords. The 
Doctor had been pardoned after defeating Omega, the 
Time Engineer who created the possibility of Time Travel 
for the Time Lords. Drax, it appeared, was still on parole. 

On the roof stood a 1956 Cadillac Eldorado convertible. 
White, with huge tail-fins and massive chrome overriders 
known as ‘Dagmars’, it had an interior of shaggy black nylon 
fur, scarlet leather seats and a pearlised steering wheel. 
Airbrushed yellow and vermilion flames ran along either 
flank, and for a mascot, Drax had mounted a gold anodised 
phoenix rising from transparent red perspex flames. The 
pink, glitter-finish personalised number plates bore the word 
TARDIS in white lettering. 

‘What d’you fink?’ said Drax proudly. ‘Back in 1956 LA 
nobody would have given it a second look. Nice unobtrusive 
little motor. Now I’m not so sure.’ 

Even K-9 seemed taken aback. Then he rolled forward and 
extended his data-com probe. ‘Suggest altering external 
appearance of TARDIS.’ 

‘I can’t change it. The chameleon circuit’s on the blink. So 
is the guidance systems computer. That’s why I needed to get 
hold of you. If you can plug yourself in, we can use your 
circuitry and we can be away.’ 

‘Can I ask a question?’ you said. ‘How are you going to 
drive it off the roof?’ 

“Yeah, said Drax thoughtfully. ‘How do we do that, K-9?’ 

‘Negative,’ said K-9. 

‘I know,’ you said. Drax and K-9 turned to look at you. 

_ “You could always hire a Skyrider Crane.’ 

‘I knew you was a bright kid,’ said Drax. ‘Give us a minute 
to change the gear.” When he came back, he was wearing 
silvery space-coveralls. ‘Survival suit,’ he said. ‘Now where 
do I go?’ 

After Drax had left, K-9 set about interfacing himself with 
the guidance systems computer. There was nothing for you 
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to do, so you watched. At last, K-9 reversed away from the 
Cadillac. ‘All systems operational. Suggest dematerialisation 
and departure.’ 

‘Go, you mean?’ 

‘Affirmative.’ 

‘What about Drax?’ 

‘Drax has fulfilled his function. I have all the information 
required. Analysis indicates the Doctor has urgent priority. 
Drax no longer essential.’ 

‘So you want me to steal his TARDIS?” 

‘Not steal,’ said K-9. ‘Borrow.’ 


If you decide to do as K-9 says and go without Drax, go to 17. 
If you wait for Drax to return, go to 6. 
If you want to see what has happened to the Doctor, go to 10. 
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The half-track accelerated across the scrub. You clung onto 
the side of the open truck, feeling sick. Every few seconds the 
guard looked back at you. Even if you did get a chance to 
escape, you knew you had no chance on the open desert 
against a Skyrider and armed guards. 

The radio crackled again. ‘Lost contact.’ You slid down 
the side of the truck and sat with your head on your knees. 
Without Drax or K-9, what could you do? 

The truck drove through the gates. Ina long, low building, 
with bars on all the windows and doors, you were deloused, 
issued with a baggy gray and black striped uniform and led to 
a row of small, closed cells. A warder shoved you inside and 
locked the door. There was a bucket in one corner and a thin 
flock mattress on the concrete floor. You lay on the mattress, 
and wondered when the food would come. 


Things are not quite as bad as they look. Although you are 
going to miss out on a lot of adventures you will have another 
chance to rejoin the action at 22. 

Otherwise you can go back, take your chance to escape and go 
to 15. 


4-5 
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The Doctor knew that as soon as Omega had possession of 
the TARDIS and the secrets of Time there would be no 
freedom for any of the beings who peopled the Universe. The 
human race was but one among millions of life-forms that 
had existed in the past and would exist in the future. What 
right had he, the Doctor, a single Time Lord, to imperil their 
right to live in peace and freedom? He saw he had no 
alternative but to sacrifice the human race so that the 
multitudes of other beings who peopled Space and Time 
might survive. 

He gave Omega his answer. ‘To reveal the secrets of time 
so that you can pursue your insane megalomaniac revenge 
against Gallifrey is one thing. My fellow Time Lords can look 
after themselves: the contest would be even. But if you won, 
Omega, it would not only be the Gallifreyans who would be 
enslaved. You would be able, through your mastery of Time, 
to impose your much-vaunted will on whoever you chose. 
The entire Universe would be in chains. If, on the other 
hand, you were to lose, who knows what destructive form 
your final vengeance might take? I would be a fool to take 
your word, Omega. Destroy me if you can: the secrets of 
Time will never be yours.’ 

‘So be it.’ Omega’s voice grew harsh with rage. “You shall 
watch the destruction of Earth and all its people. You shall 
watch my triumph over Gallifrey. And you shall watch your 
great High Council surrender. They will hand over the secrets 
of Time, because they will see reason. I shall triumph and you 
will be my witness!’ 

As Omega predicted, so it came to pass. The Earth was 
destroyed and Gallifrey capitulated. The Doctor remained in 
stasis for all eternity, mute witness of Omega’s bloody 
conquest of Space and Time. 

THE END 
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After Drax had gone, taking the crate with him, you sat on 
the edge of the bed letting the six heavy, smooth gold plaques 
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slide from hand to hand. Thirty thousand Euros. You had 
never seen so much money before. 

The hotel receptionist looked at you strangely when you 
asked him to put five of the plaques in the hotel safe. He 
changed the sixth plaque into smaller denominations and 
watched you stow them carefully in your money-belt. As you 
walked out of the hotel lobby into the London afternoon the 
receptionist picked up the phone and spoke quickly into it. 

You were looking into the windows of a Park Lane 
Skyrider showroom when a shadow fell across you. The 
youth nodded to you. He was tall, with a pockmarked face, 
and very pale. Although it was warm, he was hunched up, 
with his hands deep in the pockets of his black plastic 
bomber-jacket. He seemed to be shivering constantly, 
unable to keep his feet still. He looked quickly up and down 
the street. ‘Nice, ain’t they? The sun glinted on a 
metal-capped tooth. ‘You seen the ones they got round the 
side? They’re really something.’ 

The side-street was dark. ‘It’s all right,’ said the youth. ‘I 
know one of the salesmen. He’ll let us in. He might give us a 
demo run if it’s quiet.’ A ramp led down to an underground 
garage. ‘Come on,’ said the youth. 


If you accept the youth’s invitation, go to 8. 
If not, go to 13. 
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When Drax came back his face was flushed and he was 
sucking a peppermint. ‘I met these two fellers in the park, 
working on this Skyrider Crane. I gave ’em a hand fixing it, 
and they’ll be over in a couple of minutes.’ Drax ruffled your 
hair. ‘Always nice to get something for nothing.’ 

‘Caution advised, Owner,’ said K-9 in a low voice. 

‘Well,’ said Drax, ‘you fixed up the old motor, K-9?’ 

‘Negative,’ said K-9. ‘It is difficult to interface with a 
Model 40 in this condition.” You looked closely at K-9: 
minutes before he had said all systems were checked and 
operational. . 
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“What we gonna do, then?’ 

‘I shall talk you down into materialisation.’ 

“What, manually?’ 

‘Negative,’ said K-9. ‘Verbally.’ 

The Skyrider Crane wobbled unsteadily overhead. Drax 
and another red-faced man fixed the straps underneath the 
Cadillac. K-9 was already in position in the passenger-seat. 
Drax climbed in and turned to you. ‘This could be a bit 
dodgy, so we’ll pick you up down below. All right?” 

‘Caution essential,’ said K-9 in the same low voice. You 
tried to argue with Drax, but neither he nor the other man 
would hear of it. The other man said it was something to do 
with insurance. You stood back and watched the Skyrider 
Crane begin to lift the Cadillac off the roof and clear of the 
parapet. Drax leaned over the side of the Cadillac and waved 
to you. 

‘Goodbye, kid. Sorry about this, but it’s K-9 I need, not 
you. So long!” 

Before you could speak you saw K-9’s head tilt back and 
the photon blaster emerge from his snout. ‘If you persist in 
this crude attempt at a hi-jack I shall have no alternative but 
to blast your new-found friends and their crane out of the 
sky.’ 

‘Oh, come on, K-9,’ said Drax. “We can’t take kids.’ 

‘Negative,’ said K-9. ‘Land this contraption at once.’ 

Drax was silent on the long drive out of London. He had 
been caught out and he knew it. You were rather pleased. 
Having K-9 around made you feel secure. You watched him 
interfacing with the on-board TARDIS computer. His 
tracking sensors revolved constantly, and his radio antenna 
shifted in position with each bend in the motorway. Apart 
from the huge truck-trains there was little ground-traffic: 
most people preferred to put their Skyriders on 
auto-destination and watch holovision. When dusk came, the 
hordes of returning commuters looked like great swarms of 
fireflies, each one with its holovision image glowing in the 
cockpit. 

K-9 kept up his listening-watch until you passed the vast 
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juganetic complex on Salisbury Plain. Near Stonehenge—a 
plastic replica now, since the peace vandals had tried to steal 
it—K-9 told Drax to turn off onto a cart-track. The track led 
down into a small, wooded cleft. Stonehenge lay on one side, 
the forest of dishes and aerials on the other. ‘Stop here,’ said 
K-9. 

‘Sorry kid—’ said Drax. 

‘Silence!’ said K-9 sharply. Drax turned round and offered 
you his hand. 

“What you listening for, K-9? 

‘Omega,’ said K-9. ‘The juganetic receivers have tracked 
interference from the black hole in the Veil Nebula. Analysis 
indicates that Omega has again escaped from the realm of 
anti-matter. Evidence confirms that the Doctor is trapped in 
toroidal stasis. Logic infers a link between the two. If Omega 
picks up our dematerialisation tremor he will be ready for us. 
We will be destroyed on materialisation.’ 

‘So how are we going to get there?’ asked Drax. 

‘From here,’ replied K-9. ‘The signal can be modulated so 
that our dematerialisation will be indistinguishable from 
juganetic wave traffic.’ 

‘Clever,’ said Drax. ‘If we sound like them, he won’t know 
we’re on our way. So where do we come in again?’ 

‘Amargosa juganetic complex.’ 

‘I get it. We modulate the signal again and come in under 
their wave-traffic cover. Brilliant.’ 

‘Exactly,’ said K-9. 

“Where is this Amargosa place, then?’ 

K-9’s visual orientation circuits glowed a deeper red in the 
fading light. ‘Death Valley.’ 

As Drax and K-9 ran through their pre-dematerialisation 
checks you watched the light fade from the sky. Just as K-9 

made his data-com probe connection to the TARDIS 
guidance system you saw a small moth alight on the 
disc-tipped probe. The dematerialisation process began 
before you could speak. Evening became hazy, then black 
night swept over you. The next thing you were aware of was 
K-9’s unusually agitated voice. ‘Error! Computer guidance 
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malfunction! Manual override essential!’ But it was too late. 
The TARDIS had already materialised. As K-9 disconnected, 
the moth flew away, unharmed. 

You were in the cargo bay of an Enterprise 21 space freighter 
about to attempt re-entry after a satellite-servicing trip. Now 
the freighter had an extra ton and a half of Cadillac on board. 
Panic lights and emergency sirens were flashing and sounding 
all over the five-hundred-foot ship. You knew what would 
happen. The shallow glide down to base would become a 
death-dive. 


Roll two dice. Score 6 and above to stay in orbit and go 107. Five 
and below the story’s over. 
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The extra weight had shifted the freighter’s centre of gravity 
forward. Now the angle of entry was too steep. The nose-cone 
began to glow white-hot. The ceramic tiles of the heat-shield 
‚started to flake off, whipping past like tracer to burn out in 
space. The craft shuddered from end to end under the pressure, 
and the roar of its increasing speed filled the hull. 

“What do I do now?’ shouted Drax. 

‘Reverse,’ answered K-9 calmly. 

Drax switched on the engine and threw the Cadillac into 
reverse. With the dive-angle increasing every moment, Drax 
tramped on the accelerator. Smoke and the acrid smell of 
burning rubber rose from the back wheels. Slowly but surely 
the Cadillac clawed its way up the steep metal floor towards the 
rear of the cargo-bay. ‘How much further?’ shouted Drax. You 
turned to look. Shaken loose by the continual buffeting, a raft 
of fuel-containers was sliding down towards you. ‘Look out!’ 
you shouted. It was too late. The impact threw you and Drax 
and K-9 into a tangle of legs and arms and feet. As you 
struggled for a handhold you could feel the Cadillac sliding 
down the metal deck. Your hand closed round a metal Jever 
somewhere underneath the dashboard. ‘No!’ you heard Drax 
shout, ‘Don’t pull that! It’s the master demat—’ 

It was the last thing you heard until you came round to the 
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sound: of waves lapping softly against the outer hull of the 
freighter. Waves? You looked at Drax. You could see he was 
thinking the same thing. 

‘Can you hear what I hear?’ 

‘Yes. It sounds as if we’re at sea.’ 

‘Up the creek, more like.’ As Drax struggled into a sitting 
position the muffled sound of K-9’s voice came from the black 
shaggy pile. He was nose-down in the carpet. You hauled him 
upright. The voice continued undisturbed. ‘.. . Water 
temperature twenty degrees Celsius, air temperature twenty 
degrees Celsius, humidity ninety per cent, pollen count—’ 

‘All right, K-9,’ said Drax, ‘never mind the weather forecast, 
where are we?’ 

‘Difficult,’ said K-9. His sensors tracked this way and that. 
‘Location inexact,’ he said finally. 

‘How can that be?’ said Drax. 

“We appear to be in an unstable temporal anomaly. A transit 
or intersect of temporal and atemporal modes in which neither 
is permanently dominant but—’ 

Tm going out to have a look,’ said Drax. ‘I never could 
handle temporal theory. You coming, kid?’ 

The cargo-bay doors opened and you climbed out onto the 
top of the freighter’s hull. A thick sea-mist prevented you from 
seeing more than a few yards. Down below you could 
occasionally catch sight of the surface of the sea. It was 
translucent green, with drifting patches of pale fern-like weed. 
Shoals of tiny fish flashed silver as they switched direction. 

‘Look out,’ murmured Drax. 

Three men in white space coveralls were walking along the 
top of the blistered hull. All carried weapons. 

‘You ready, K-9?’ said Drax softly. 

‘Affirmative.’ K-9 stood on top of the cargo lift, two feet 
below the deck. He trundled back into the shadows and 
elevated his photon blaster, 

‘Give him a clear field of fire, just in case,’ muttered Drax as 
the men came up to you. You could see their insignia now, and 
their name tapes; Captain Evans, Navigator Grundy, Engineer 
Floyd. 
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‘Morning,’ said Drax cheerfully. All three looked 
exhausted by their ordeal. The Captain, a grim, lean-faced 
man with short graying hair, nodded. 

‘What are you doing on this vessel?” 

‘Just passing through,’ said Drax. 

‘How did you get here?” 

‘We sort of dropped in.’ 

‘You did, huh? You and how many others?’ 

‘Only the two of us.’ 

The Navigator peered into the cargo-bay. ‘Some kind of 
cruddy automobile in there. Could be what caused us to dip 
out on re-entry. Looks heavy enough.’ 

‘You hear that?’ said the Captain. 

‘Oh, come on,’ said Drax, ‘I wouldn’t be joyriding round 
in outer space, would I? Not in an open-top convertible. We 
was just on our way home, weren’t we?’ 

‘Yes,’ you said. The Captain looked hard at you. 

‘Then what happened?’ 

‘There was this big bang overhead—’ said Drax. The 
Captain interrupted him, and pointed his finger at you. 

‘You tell me.’ 

‘There was a bang, like a clap of thunder.’ 

‘That’s right,’ said Drax. 

‘And then everything went black, and we found ourselves 
here. So we came up. That’s all.’ 

‘Where you from?’ 

‘London, England.’ 

The Navigator came over to the Captain. ‘Stinks of burned 
rubber in there. Skid marks all the way up deck. I don’t know 
how the hell they got in there, but they’re the ones who 
screwed us up.’ 

As their three weapons came up to point at you and Drax 
there was a triple flash of turquoise laser from the cargo-lift 
and all three weapons went spinning up into the air and over 
the side. The three astronauts were holding their wrists as 
K-9 tracked forward into the light. ‘Further aggression 
inadvisable.’ : 

“What the hell—?’ 
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‘Profanity likewise,’ said K-9. ‘Since there is no explanation, 
it is useless to seek one.’ 

‘There is an explanation,’ you said. Everyone turned to look 
at you. ‘When K-9 interfaced for dematerialisation a moth got 
trapped i in the probe. When we arrived on board it flew out 
again. I think it messed up the co-ordinates so that instead of 
Amargosa we ended up on board. And then when I accidentally 
pulled the master switch, well, this happened.’ 

No-one spoke. Then the sun came out and the mist lifted. All 
around, as far as the eye could see, trapped in islands of weed on 
the warm green sea, lay a fantastic collection of vessels: 
seventeenth-century galleons, four-masted barquentines, a 
New England clipper, all with their sails in rags, innumerable 
lifeboats, rusting freighters, a Viking galley and, biggest ofall, a 
nuclear-powered cruise liner from the early twenty-first 
century, its white upperworks still gleaming. The name was 
clearly visible on the stern: Atlantis. In between the ships, half- 
submerged in weed, were dozens of aircraft, some with their 
wings or tail-sections missing, but all still afloat on layers of 
thin, fern-like weed. Of human life, however, there was no 
sign. 

When you looked down into the clear water you saw why. 
There on the bottom, shoals of tiny black and silver fish swam 
through the rib-cages of innumerable skeletons. 

‘Holy cow,’ said the Engineer. ‘If this ain’t the Bermuda 
Triangle.’ 

Drax scratched the lobe of his ear. ‘And there was me think- 
ing it was the Great Sargasso Sea. What do you reckon, K-9?” 

‘Both are names for the same phenomenon. We are in a 
segment of time-space which is unstable. Although in itself it 
appears to be unchanging, the segment shifts between any 
number of parallel temporal matrices or universes. When it 
appears in the universe of which the solar system is a part, those 
objects unfortunate enough to enter the segment find 
themselves unable to leave. Like flies in amber, they are 
permanently stuck.’ 

‘You mean we’re in some kind of time trap?’ said the 
Captain. 


‘Affirmative.’ 

The morning passed slowly. Everyone seemed 
preoccupied with their own thoughts. The three astronauts 
seemed to need to get away from each other. You wandered 
through the freighter, looking at the equipment and the 
controls. All this technology, fouled up by one tiny moth. 
You wondered if it had escaped— 

‘Hey, skip, will you come and look at this?’ It was the 
Engineer. He was lying face-down on the edge of the wing, 
looking into the water in the shadow. The other two crew 
members sauntered over. You ran after them for the same 
reason: it was something to do. When you reached them, all 
three were lying flat, out on the wing, peering into the water. 

‘Ts it?’ 

‘Sure as hell looks like it.’ 

‘There must be thousands of them down there.’ 

‘What is it?’ you asked the Engineer. 

‘We're rich, kid,’ he said. ‘Filthy, stinking rich!’ 

They held onto your ankles as you looked under the wing. 
There on the sea-bed, scattered across the sand, were 
thousands of gold coins. Further off, close to the fuselage, 
old cannon lay half-buried, and next to the weed-grown fluke 
of a submerged anchor you could see a chest lying on its side, 
more gold spilling out of it. The three men were chattering 
like boys. 

Tm going to get me a sackful!’ 

‘Sure could do with a swim! Just look at that stuff!’ 

‘Man, this whole piece of ocean must be thick with it!’ 

With one accord the three men stripped off their coveralls 
and dived in. You watched their pale shapes swim down to 
the bottom. Then, to your horror, the clear, green water 
went black with millions of the tiny fish. In an instant the 
men were lost to sight. Swimming with amazing speed, 
millions and millions more of tiny black and silver shapes 
swarmed in and darted down into the silent mélée. Soon the 
surface was boiling with them. You lay on the edge of the 
wing, transfixed. Then from out of the water came what 
appeared to be a gloved black and silver arm. It clutched for 
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the edge of the wing, held it for a moment, and then slipped 
off. Every square inch of flesh was covered with wriggling, 
black and silver shapes. 

It was the last you saw of any of the crew. 

You sat on the edge of the wing. Despite the heat, you 
found yourself shivering. Suddenly it looked a very long way 
back to the safety of the fuselage. Suppose you slipped and 
fell? You tried to shout but your mouth was dry. When you 
stood up you could feel the muscles in your legs quivering. 
Then you saw it: lying half-on, half-off the wing, was one 
round gold coin. 

You inched your way towards it on all fours. Sweat 
dripped from your face onto the hot ceramic surface. You 
tried to tell yourself that only minutes before you had been 
running along the very edge of the wing without a thought of 
falling. But now it was different. Your hand reached out for 
the coin. It trembled and began to slide off. You grabbed for 
it, felt it solid in your hand, and then you, too, began to slip 
over the smooth surface towards the water. You could see the 
fish waiting: they had left a perfect circle of warm green water 
for you to fall into. You screamed— 

And suddenly Drax was hauling you up by the feet onto 
the safety of the wing. “You stupid idiot,’ he growled, and 
then he stopped, shocked by the pallor of your skin and the 
look of terror in your eyes. Without a word, he picked you up 
in his arms and held you close until you had stopped 
shivering. 

‘Where are the crew, kid?’ 

‘Don’t look, Drax. 

It was only when Drax laid you gently down in the back of 
the Cadillac that you realised you were still clutching the gold 
coin. You opened your clenched fist. The pale yellow metal 
felt pleasantly heavy in your hand. It had already cost three 
lives, and, had it not been for Drax, it would have claimed 
yours. You shuddered at the memory, and looked more 
closely at the coin. One side bore a woman’s head. Her face 
stared directly at you, beautiful but terrifying, and then you 
saw that her hair was not hair but snakes and sea-serpents. 
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You turned the coin over: it showed a Greek warrior and a 
sword and,shield. 

K-9, fully recharged, sped over to you. You showed him 
the coin. ‘It’s Perseus and Medusa the Gorgon,’ you said, 
feeling-rather proud of yourself. 

‘Affirmative,’ said K-9. ‘It is also something else.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘A means of escape,’ replied K-9. 

Drax crawled out from under the Cadillac. “You showed 
him the coin. ‘Make a nice little medallion,’ he observed. 
You told him what K-9 had said. Drax thought and then 
nodded his head. ‘It could work.’ 

‘How, Drax?’ 

‘You work it out for yourself,’ he said. 

‘But whats Medusa got to do with us?’ 

‘Pll give you a clue. All these old stories are true, more or 
less, once you can work out what they mean.’ 

‘You mean that idea about the Greek gods really being 
astronauts?” j 

‘Something like that. Now if you take Medusa as being this 
place, then being trapped forever is like being turned to stone 
forever, see? And we know about the snakes and 
sea-serpents, don’t we?’ 

‘The fish?’ 

‘Right. Now Perseus cracked it. He defeated Medusa. So 
can we.’ 


To find out how to escape, you have to solve this puzzle: What 
six-letter English word can the letters in ‘Medusa’ be made to 
spell? 

If you solve this puzzle correctly—the answer is at the back of 
the book—go on to 9. 
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You followed the youth into the underground garage. It 
smelled cold and musty. Out of the corner of your eye, you 
saw a shadow move behind a concrete pillar. There was a 
sudden rush of feet behind you. As you turned, you felt a 
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blow across the back of your head and you felt yourself 
falling . . . 

Later, when you had recovered, you heard that the man on 
the reception desk had handed in his notice as soon as you left 
the hotel. There was no trace of the plaques you had asked 
him to put in the hotel safe. Next day, your parents came to 
take you home. You never heard of Drax, or the crate, or the 
robbers again. 


For you, the adventure is over — this time. Next time you start, 
be more careful. To try again, go back to 2. 
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While K-9 ran through his computer program for the escape 
attempt you helped Drax set up one of the satellite dishes at 
the end of the cargo-bay. 

Thousands of complex mathematical equations flickered 
across K-9’s visual display unit. “To escape from one form of 
unstable temporal anomaly, another even less stable 
temporal anomaly has to be created.’ Drax’s explanation was 
much simpler. The satellite dish was the shield and K-9’s 
photon blaster was the sword. K-9 set the blaster to its most 
powerful phase — dematerialise. Drax synchronised the 
TARDIS drive system to K-9’s blaster circuitry. ‘If it 
works,’ said Drax, ‘we shall cut loose in the first nanosecond 
and be on our way in the next. If it doesn’t, well, we won’t be 
around to find out.’ 

The Cadillac was positioned at the focal point of the 
satellite dish so that the full force of the blast would boost the 
power of the TARDIS-dematerialisation system. 

‘Ready?’ 

‘Affirmative.’ 

There was a sound like a whipcrack, a brilliant sunburst of 
light and then blackness. 


THE END 
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The Doctor hung suspended and weightless in his transparent 
prison. Ten miles below, the lights of the Fusion Energy 
Research Network glittered like a broken diamond necklace. 
Light-years above, the constellations blazed. It was a brilliant 
desert night, and the Doctor could see for miles. The trouble 
was, no one could see him. He was trapped inside the torus, the 
giant ring that spun round the FERN Spacelab and stabilised it. 
From the Spacelab the illuminated supply-shaft dwindled away 
until it seemed no thicker than a glass filament. The Doctor 
could see people moving up and down the shaft, but, trapped as 
he was in toroidal stasis, he was rendered both weightless and 
invisible. Omega had gloatingly explained the principle to him: 
by reversing the particle-spin in the space around an object you 
effectively encapsulated it in anti-matter. ‘In your case, Doctor, 
you are the object.’ The Doctor gazed out through the particle 
barrier that surrounded him. Nov, he reflected gloomily, he 
knew exactly how a goldfish felt. The thought gave him no 
consolation. 

Three days before, he had flown in from the coast, along 
Death Valley, over the juganetic array at Amargosa and south to 
FERN. Then, the Spacelab had looked like a plate spinning on 
a juggler’s rod. After his speech on the need for caution in 
fusion research the Doctor rode the high-speed elevator up to 
the Spacelab. When the initial burst of acceleration was over a 
bespectacled young scientist came and sat beside him. The 
name on the lapel badge was Rolf Aarup. As the young man sat 
down the Doctor noticed the other members of the party turn 
away to hide their amusement. “There he goes,’ said one, ‘crazy 
as a loon.’ 
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‘May I have a word with you Doctor?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

The young man nodded towards his colleagues. ‘Don’t 
take any notice of them, huh?’ 

‘What’s on your mind, Mister Aarup?’ 

‘Call me Rolf. I work in our anti-matter lab. We’re trying 
to create an environment favourable to the presence of anti- 
particles. Are you familiar with the field?’ 

‘The basics.’ 

“You know the mirror theory? That every particle has an 
anti-particle? Well, somewhere in the universe there’s got to 
be more anti-particles than particles, right? And they 
combine into anti-atoms which make anti-molecules which 
make anti-matter, which is what anti-people would be made 
of, if they existed. Okay?’ 

‘Some of my worst enemies are anti-people.’ 

‘Look at me, Doctor. Am I crazy?’ ; 

‘Not noticeably.’ ; 

‘You know what happens when a particle meets its 
anti-particle?’ 

‘They disappear in a puff of light.’ 

“Yeah, photons are released.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘So what would you say if I told you I keep seeing this kind 
of big shadow, this sort of black cloaked shape?’ 

‘Carry on.’ 

“Well, you know those guys back in the old days that used 
to dress up in those Ku Klux Klan outfits? This thing is kind 
of like that, only black.’ 

Tsee.’ 

‘And if I make a move towards it, it disappears in a flash of 
light.’ 

‘No smell of brimstone in the air afterwards?” 

‘Listen Doctor, I’m not crazy.’ Rolf gripped the Doctor’s 
arm and stared into his eyes. ‘I’m not the only one. Half a 
dozen other people have seen it. But they’re scared of being 
sent to the psychos.’ 

‘How do you know, Rolf?’ 
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Rolf leaned closer. ‘I’ve seen it in their eyes. Doctor, the 
whole Spacelab is haunted.’ 

Rolf unrolled a print-out of an anti-particle count across 
the laboratory bench. At one point the graph line went right 
off the top of the paper. ‘We had a hell of a lightning storm up 
here a couple of weeks back. It plays havoc with the 
equipment, so we go to shutdown. I thought this line here 
was the result of that, the recorder head on the blink or 
something. The next day I started seeing that shape I told you 
about.’ 

‘Any other evidence of an anti-matter surge?’ 

But Rolf did not reply. He was staring past the Doctor at 
the airlock door into the torus. ‘Oh my God,’ he said. ‘It’s in 
there.’ Before the Doctor could stop him, Rolf had grabbed a 
camera from his desk and was heading for the airlock. ‘Now 
well see who’s crazy!” 

It was dark inside the torus, and the spin was 
disorientating. The Doctor could hear Rolf’s feet running, 
but he was already out of sight around the long continuous 
curve. Then he heard Rolf shout. 

‘Doctor!’ There was a brilliant flash of light. The Doctor 
wondered what, if anything, the photograph would show. 
‘Rolf!’ he called. The curving transparent expanse was 
unnervingly silent. ‘Rolf, are you all right?’ There was no 
answer. The Doctor began to run along the spinning torus. 
He found Rolf, or what was left of him, lying face-down. As 
the Doctor reached out a hand to turn Rolf over, the clothes, 
and the flesh beneath, turned to soft white ash. 

‘Well, Doctor,’ said a deep, sonorous voice. “We meet 
again.’ 

The Doctor turned and looked up into the awesome brazen 
mask of Omega. The terrifying figure towered above him, 
over seven feet high, clad in long metallic robes that 
shimmered with light and yet, strangely, showed no sign of a 
form within. Behind the slanted eyeslits of the long, cruel 
mask there was nothing. Omega, the great Solar Engineer of 
the Time Lords, the genius who gave them mastery over 
Time, had been blown out of existence when he arranged the 
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detonation of the Veil Nebula. Now he was a creature of pure 
will, self-created from the anti-matter to which he had been 
abandoned, as he thought, by his brother Time Lords. 

The Doctor struggled to gather his wits. So this was Rolf’s 
ghost. He looked at the remains of the young scientist and 
stood up to face Omega. 

‘A trifle unnecessary, I would have thought.’ 

‘Meddling fool,’ growled Omega. The great mask swung 
round to face the Doctor. ‘You thought I was destroyed, did 
you not?’ 

‘One can but hope,’ said the Doctor. 

‘As you can see, Omega is indestructible!’ The great voice 
boomed and echoed round the torus. 

‘My congratulations,’ said the Doctor affably. ‘Tell me, as 
one scientist to another, how do you maintain your existence 
outside the realm of anti-matter? I should have thought it was 
pretty well impossible.’ The Doctor knew that his only 
chance lay in appealing to Omega’s enormous vanity. 

‘To Omega, nothing is impossible.’ 

‘All the same, it must be rather tiring, all that constant 
effort. I mean, if you were to relax for a single moment, you 
would become nothing.’ The Doctor was playing for time, 
hoping for a chance to escape. 

‘On the contrary, Doctor, it is you, and this world, that 
would become nothing. In the collision between our entities 
it is you who would be annihilated. It is the black hole that 
swallows the sun, Doctor, not the reverse. Do you think I 
learned nothing in my years of imprisonment? I dreamed of 
revenge, Doctor, from the moment of my betrayal. In that 
white-hot forge I tempered the strength of my will, and I 
mastered the forces of the black hole into which you and your 
brother Time Lords cast me. Do you understand? I contain 
the forces of the black hole within me. I have absorbed my 

- prison, conquered and enslaved it, and I shall conquer and 
enslave those who abandoned me.’ 

The Doctor sighed. If only Omega knew how many 
megalomaniacs he had had to deal with, how many raving 
lunatic speeches he had had to listen to, how many visions of 
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universal domination and destruction he had had to endure. 
‘Omega,’ he said patiently, ‘you were a hero to us. Your 
sacrifice gave us mastery over time. You were the greatest of 
all our heroes—’ 

‘A hero when I could have been a god!’ 

‘Omega,’ said the Doctor patiently, ‘we’ve been over all 
this before. If you really do control the forces you say you do, 
if you contain the power of the black hole, why don’t you go 
round hoovering up the Universe to your heart’s content? 
Why don’t you finish us all off?’ 

‘In the years of my solitude, in my confinement within 
singularity, I came to see the true nature that my revenge 
must take. There is no revenge in destruction, Doctor. To 
destroy one’s enemy is to be alone once more. The enemy 
must know that he is conquered, he must taste the bitterness 
of defeat every day and forever, for therein lies the true 
sweetness of revenge. I shall incarcerate Gallifrey as they 
incarcerated me!’ 

‘I see,’ said the Doctor. He knew he had to tread very 
carefully from now on. ‘I take the point, and to a degree I can 
sympathise with it. But how, exactly, do you intend to takea 
whole planet prisoner? Especially one such as Gallifrey. How 
will you stop the Time Lords escaping through time, for 
example?’ 

‘There will be no time,’ said Omega. ‘There will only be 
now, everlasting and forever.’ 

The Doctor nodded. ‘It’s an interesting idea. How will you 
bring it about?’ 

‘Like this!” Omega spread his two gauntleted arms wide. A 
pale incandescence grew between them. The Doctor realised 
that Omega was releasing a stream of anti-particles around 
him. Before he could move, a cocoon of light spun round the 
Doctor. As it faded he found himself rising weightlessly from 
the floor. It was a surprisingly pleasant sensation at first. 
Then the Doctor realised he had no control over his 
movements. ‘Very clever,’ he managed to gasp as he slowly 
tumbled through the air. ‘How is it done?’ 

‘You are imprisoned in stasis, Doctor, helpless as a babe, 
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trapped in a moment of now, without past or future, and 
there you shall remain, weightless and invisible, in a point of 
no-time, until my plans for Gallifrey are complete, and 
then—’ Omega stopped and listened. The Doctor heard 
footsteps approaching. ‘We shall talk further, Doctor, never 
fear.’ Omega folded his arms, grew indistinct and faded to 
the black cloaked shape Rolf had seen. 

The two technicians rounded the curve. 

‘Did you see that?’ said one. 

‘Sure as hell saw something,’ muttered the other. They 
walked slowly forward. Neither of them seemed to see the 
Doctor. One of them was walking straight for him as he 
hovered weightlessly above the floor. 

‘Look out,’ said the Doctor. The technician walked right 
through him. ‘I say—’ he began, then realised it was useless. 
Omega had trapped him in a moment of now, and for these 
technicians that moment had passed. For them, and for 
everyone else, the Doctor had ceased to exist. 

He watched them walk over to where Rolf lay. One look 
was enough. ‘I’m getting out of here!’ 

‘You and me both!’ 

Omega had devised the perfect prison. From time to time 
he came to gloat. It transpired that the Spacelab anti-matter 
experiments had lured Omega to Earth. They had provided 
him with a favourable environment. “This is my eagle’s nest, 
Doctor. From here I shall go forth and conquer the whole of 
time and space.’ Privately, the Doctor thought Omega more 
of a cuckoo than an eagle but he kept this thought to himself. 
It was unwise to annoy his captor unduly. Better to maintain 
an attitude of awestruck deference, to lull Omega’s 
suspicions until a chance for escape presented itself. 

FERN, the Fusion Energy Research Network, was 
Omega’s next target. Since fusion research concerned itself 
with duplicating the powers of the sun to provide clean 
nuclear energy it was not difficult to see why Omega, a 

_ brilliant Solar Engineer, had chosen it for the next stage of his 
assault on Gallifrey. What appalled the Doctor was that 
Omega intended to use FERN as the spark, the detonator, 
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which would turn Earth into a boiling ‘mini-sun’. This would 
be Omega’s power source. The transmitter was to be the 
nearby Amargosa juganetic complex. The instant FERN 
went critical, Omega planned to beam its power from 
Amargosa across Space to Gallifrey. Once this ‘bridge’ was 
established, the fusion reaction would quickly burn its way 
through the Earth’s crust into the molten interior. Omega 
was supremely confident of his engineering skill to control 
the resulting cataclysm. ‘Earth will flare like a candle in the 
night, and then it will be gone, Doctor. But it will have 
served its purpose. It will have lit my way to Gallifrey.’ 

The Doctor liked Earth. He liked the staggering variety of 
its landscapes and lifeforms and, for all their maddening 
unpredictability, wastefulness and frequent cruelty, he had a 
great affection for its people. ‘Omega,’ he said, ‘there are ten 
billion men, women and children living on the face of the 
Earth. Why sacrifice them to your lust for revenge? They 
have never harmed you. They are not even aware of your 
existence. Why slaughter the innocent?’ ; 

The cruel brazen mask turned towards the Doctor. The 
darkness behind the eye-slits seemed to reach into the 
Doctor’s very soul. ‘Why not? said Omega. 

It was then that the Doctor saw that the years of solitude 
and captivity had driven Omega mad. 

‘Listen, Omega, if you will spare the people of Earth, I will 
do everything in my power to help you.’ 

For a while Omega was silent. When at last he spoke there 
was a note of gloating triumph in his voice. ‘You would 
betray your brother Time Lords?’ 

‘Since you don’t intend to destroy them, I would sooner 
see them enslaved than these people die. Yes, I would betray 
them.’ 

‘Then, Doctor, all you have to do is to reveal the secrets of 
the TARDIS.’ 

The Doctor was doubly trapped. If he did so, he would set . 
Omega free to rampage unchecked through Time and Space 
forever. If he did not, the human race would be destroyed. 

‘Hurry, Doctor. I am waiting for your answer.’ 
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What do you think the Doctor should do? 
If you can decide what then? 

To find out roll two dice. 

If you roll 6 to 9, go to 1. 

If you roll less than 6, go to 4. 

If you roll 10 or more, go to 12. 
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You dived under the narrow ledge of overhanging rock and 
wrapped your arms round your head to shut out the 
tremendous noise. That ledge was no more than a couple of 
feet wide but it saved your life. 

You heard the gunship climb and turn, and this time it raked 
the arroyo with napalm flame-throwers and incendiary bombs. 
You felt the earth shake. Hot grit fell down the back of your 
neck. Still the gunship’s engines thundered overhead. 
Something heavy fell on your back. For a second you thought 
you had been hit. Then you realised that the overhang was 
beginning to collapse under the gunfire and vibration. Before 
you could move a great weight pressed suddenly down on you, 
knocking the breath from your body and making it impossible 
to move. You had been buried alive., 

You pushed up on both elbows. Grit trickled down your 
face and into your mouth. An hour later, exhausted and 
parched, your elbows, knees and hands scraped raw, you fell 
out into the arroyo. It was unrecognisable. 

The entire river bed was ploughed up and burnt black. 
Both banks had disappeared and the rocky terrain glinted 
with spent ammunition. You searched for K-9 but you could 
find no trace. You sat down on a rock and tried to think 
clearly. All round you the black, scarred land smoked and 
stank of kerosene. ; 

The sun was going down in a cloudless, lemon-yellow 
desert sky. Somewhere to the south was the dirt road. With 
the shadows lengthening fast, you set off away from FERN 
and its electrified fence. You tried not to think about K-9, or 
Drax. Before you had gone very far the brief desert twilight 
was over. You stumbled on through the darkness. The night 
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became chilly, and then cold. The river-bed twisted and 
turned, and every few minutes you had to look back and locate 
the Pole Star. After a few hours the cold was intense. You could 
hear slitherings and faint murmurings, and you began to 
imagine that some large animal was padding up behind you, 
waiting for you to drop with exhaustion. When you stopped, 
there was nothing but silence and the faint, dry sound of 
insects. Then the moon came out. It made walking easier, but 
the desert looked even more featureless and endless in the 
surreal gray light. Were it not for the scrub, you could have 
been walking on the surface of the moon itself. 

You climbed out of the arroyo to continue south. A man 
stood facing you, his arms raised to bar your path. You waited 
for him to shout. By now you were so cold and thirsty and tired 
you were glad to have been caught. The man made no 
movement. You walked towards the pale figure—and realised 
that it was not a man but a saguaro cactus. You dimly recalled 
something you had read in old-fashioned cowboy stories, about 
cacti storing water. You stopped down at the base of the saguaro 
and searched around for a sharp flint. Your hand fell on 
something tepid and soft. Before you could move your hand the 
thing itself moved. There was a dry, chilling rattle. You flung 
the thing away. There was a hiss and something struck the toe 
of your sneaker. You began to run. Every second you waited for 
the pain, or the numbness, to spread through your foot. Finally 
you tripped and sprawled headlong in the sand. You could feel 
something trickling between your toes, cold and wet. You sat 
up, expecting blood. There were two small holes in the toecap. 
You ripped off the shoe. There was no blood, only a smear of 
colourless fluid. A sweat bloomed over you and chilled. The 
rattler had missed the skin by the merest fraction of an inch. 
Suddenly you felt very, very tired. You forced yourself to climb 
to the top of the small rise in front of you. 

There, a few hundred metres away, was the road. You 
scooped a hollow in the gritty sand and lay down shivering. 
Overhead, a million stars seemed to lurch—and you slumped 
into sleep. 

That was how they found you at dawn, your head pillowed 
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on your arm. You were scarcely awake when the half-track 
arrived, summoned by a black-clad Skyrider guard. Two 
men slung you unceremoniously in the back of the truck, and 
the vehicle started back towards FERN. The Skyrider took 
off and began flying a series of zig-zags between the road and 
the base. After a while, the radio crackled. ‘Contact!’ 


This may be your chance to escape. To take it go to 15. 
If you decide to wait until later go back to 3. 
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The Doctor smiled quietly to himself. Omega had fallen for 
his ruse. Isolated and powerless as he was, the Doctor had 
tricked Omega into a process of bargaining. Now that he 
knew what Omega wanted, it was up to the Doctor to make 
sure that Omega paid the highest price for it. The first thing 
was to negotiate his release from stasis. After that it would 
have to be a straight combat. The Doctor was by no means 
sure of the outcome, but at least he would have a chance. 

‘Well, Doctor, have you made your decision?’ 

‘Omega, believe me, if the secrets of Time were mine to 
give I would hand them over gladly. But, as you know, I, too, 
have been made an outlaw and a renegade by my so-called 
brother Time Lords.’ The Doctor paused. He knew he was 
taking a chance. If Omega knew that the Time Lords had 
pardoned him and given him back complete control of the 
TARDIS, he was lost. But Omega said nothing. The Doctor 
drew a deep breath and continued with a greater confidence. 
‘The truth is that they don’t trust me any more than they do 
you. They have wiped the secrets from my memory.’ 

‘Then you deserve to be destroyed.’ 

‘No, no. Wait a minute. I didn’t say they had been lost 
forever. They have only removed them to guarantee my good 
behaviour, to make sure I go where they want, and do what 
they say. But if we could convince them that I needed them 
back, say, to save the world from some terrible threat, then 
my memory would be restored.’ 

‘What form of terrible threat?’ 
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“Well, actually, I was thinking of you,’ said the Doctor. 
“We have fought each other before. We would pretend to 
fight each other again. The Time Lords fear you more than 
any other being: they know I could not hope to win alone—’ 

‘It is right that they should fear me,’ mused Omega, ‘for 
they have wronged me. It is their guilt that makes them 
fearful, for they know that my revenge is just.’ 

‘Exactly,’ said the Doctor. ‘They’re bound to fall for it, 
fools that they are.’ 

‘I don’t trust you, Doctor.’ 

‘I don’t trust you either,’ said the Doctor, ‘but what else 
can we do? How else can we wrest the secrets of Time from 
the High Council?’ 

Omega paced the floor of the spinning torus. He came 
close to the Doctor, studying him as though he were a 
goldfish in a bowl. The Doctor looked innocently back at 
him. ; 

‘The last time we fought, I won.’ said Omega. 

‘Easily. No question about it.’ 

‘And then you tricked me.’ 

‘Ah, yes, but then, I was working for Gallifrey. This time I 
shall be on your side.’ 

‘Where is this TARDIS of yours?’ 

‘In an old movie warehouse on the coast.’ 

‘Then bring it here.’ 

“With pleasure. If you release me.’ 

“You take me for a fool!’ thundered Omega. “Where is this 
warehouse?” 

‘Lot 38, International Holovision Productions.’ 

‘Then we shall go there together!’ So saying, Omega 
reached out a gauntleted arm and freed the Doctor. In the 
same instant, a vice-like grip closed round the Doctor’s arm. 
‘Further trickery would be unwise in the extreme.’ The grip 
tightened. 

‘I quite agree,’ said the Doctor through gritted teeth. Then 
both he and Omega faded from sight, becoming first a 
shadow, then a pale flash of light, then nothing. 

Omega piloted the Doctor through the milling crowds on 
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Lot 38. The broad thoroughfare was laid with velvety 
astroturf and the sun shone high in a cloudless blue sky. Ona 
hillside high above the studios a huge holographic image 
spelled out the name of the place: HOLOWOOD. No one 
took the slightest notice of Omega or the Doctor. It was just 
his luck, reflected the Doctor, that International Holovision 
were making a space epic. Dozens of grotesque creatures 
hurried along the thoroughfare, many of them munching 
their way through their lunchtime shamburgers. By now the 
Doctor had lost all feeling in his left arm, but despite his 
pleas, Omega’s grip stayed firm. 

The warehouse lay in shadow behind the executive 
commissary. The Doctor produced his plastic laminate 
receipt. A robot scanner swallowed it. ‘Wait here, please,’ 
said a tinny voice, ‘your goods will be with you presently. 
Thank you for your custom. Have a nice day, now.’ A few 
minutes later an electrolley delivered the TARDIS to the 
gate. The Doctor produced the key. Omega’s grip tightened. 
The door creaked open. Omega pushed the Doctor inside. 

“Well, here we are,’ said the Doctor. He looked round the 
familiar interior. How pleasant, he was thinking, to be home 
instead of inside that confounded bubble, when suddenly he 
grew weightless again. 

‘Now, Doctor,’ said Omega balefully. ‘Do not imagine I 
was fooled for one moment by your story. I know you possess 
the secrets of Time. If you value your existence, you will 
surrender them to me.’ 

‘As you wish,’ said the Doctor, ‘but they will be of no use 
to you in here.’ 

“What trickery is this?’ thundered Omega. 

‘No trickery at all, merely an effect of Time and Relative 
Dimensions in Space. Here inside the TARDIS you are ina 
different dimension. It is related to the one we have just left 
but it is not the same. Your actions here will have no impact 
whatsoever on the world outside.’ 

Omega strode to the outer door. Even as he reached it, it 
merged into the wall. Omega swung round the seamless 
interior of the TARDIS. ‘Open the door!’ 
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“What door?’ asked the Doctor. “There is no door.’ 

‘There was a door here!’ Omega smashed his gauntleted fist 
against the wall. “Where is it?’ 

“Who knows?’ said the Doctor. 

‘You know!’ Omega shook his fist in the Doctor’s face. ‘Tell 
me, or I shall smash you and your confounded device to atoms!’ 

‘I don’t think you will, Omega. Because if you did destroy me, 
you would never get out of here.’ 

‘We shall see’ Omega raised both arms. Storms of 
anti-particles streamed and flashed and thundered round the 
TARDIS. When it was all over there was a faint smell of ozone 
in the air, otherwise nothing had changed. 

‘I did tell you,’ said the Doctor mildly. “We are in a different 
dimension here. You are trapped inside the TARDIS, I am 
trapped inside your stasis. Stalemate.’ 

With a roar, Omega raised an arm and brought it crashing 
down, simultaneously freeing the Doctor and seizing him by 
the throat. ‘The secrets of Time, Doctor! Tell me!’ 

‘How can I,’ croaked the Doctor, ‘when you’re choking me 
to death?’ Omega loosened his grip slightly. “Thank you. As I 
was going to tell you before you threw your pyrotechnical 
tantrum, the first secret of the TARDIS is that it is 
semi-sentient. Its technology is, as it were, telepathically linked 
to my thought patterns. It does what I think.’ 

‘You made that door vanish?’ 

‘Yes, since you ask.’ 

The grip tightened again. “Then you can make it reappear.’ 

‘Very well,’ said the Doctor. The door appeared, and swung 
obligingly open. Omega plunged through it, dragging the 
Doctor with him—and found himself re-entering the control 
room from the other side. He stood perplexed for a moment, 
and then, grabbing the Doctor by the lapels, swung him off his 
feet. The Doctor found himself looking into the impenetrable 
darkness behind the brazen mask. He sensed, rather than saw, 
the terrifying emptiness within. It was as if Omega contained 
within himself an entire universe—a universe where nothing 
had ever lived or died. 

‘Your mind controls the TARDIS?’ 
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‘Mine, and mine alone,’ said the Doctor. 

‘Then I, Omega, shall control you!’ 

The Doctor felt himself being drawn into the darkness that 
lay within Omega. He knew that what lay ahead was the 
greatest battle of all, the battle for his very being. The pull 
grew stronger. 

‘Come, Doctor,’ he heard the great voice intone. ‘It is 
useless to struggle against the will of Omega.’ 

The Doctor knew he could not resist for long. He had to 
escape. But how, and where could he go? 

In a last desperate attempt to avoid being swallowed into 
the darkness of unbeing that lay within Omega the Doctor 
flung himself across the TARDIS console. His hand reached 
the master dematerialisation switch— 


In order for the struggle to continue, you have to assist the 
Doctor. He tries to send a request for help, but Omega 
intercepts the signal. The Doctor telepaths to the TARDIS 
transmitter and scrambles the order of the words and the letters 
of which they are composed. 

This is the message you must decode: 


EHT GHHI OT FO NCOLICU LGAYEFIRL: 
GRUNTE TUREESQ SSSIAATENC: 
TRODCO HET. 


The answer is at the end of the story. 
When you have solved it, go on to 14. 
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The youth stood in the underground garage entrance. He 
grinned and beckoned to you. ‘Come on,’ he said. “Not 
scared, are you?’ 

Suddenly you realized you were. Very scared. You turned 
and ran like the wind up the dark side-street towards the 
sunlight. You could hear the quick, light sound of the 
youth’s sneakers racing after you, gaining on you. As you 
reached the corner you could hear him breathing hard, feel 
his arm reaching out to grab you. You swung round the 
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corner into Park Lane—and suddenly the youth was gone. 
You stopped, gasping for breath, and turned back to look. 
There, on the other corner of the side-street, stood the 
familiar figure of a London bobby. There was no sign of the 
youth. 

_ When you got back to the hotel, you saw Drax talking to 
the man at the reception desk. Drax was smiling: the man 
looked very pale. As you got nearer, you saw Drax was 
holding the man’s wrist. He did not seem to be exerting any 
particular force but the man was whimpering with pain. ‘Ah, 
there you are,’ said Drax. ‘I thought Pd just hang about. 
Good job I did, because our friend here was just about to 
scarper.’ 

He lifted up the man’s hand. There, on the counter, lay 
five gold plaques. Drax pushed them across to you. “There 
you are. And next time, remember, a fool and his money are 
soon parted. Ta-ta.’ Drax released the man’s hand, and 
walked out of the lobby. 

You took Drax’s advice, and put the money in the National 
Bank. Although you made yourself a considerable fortune, 
and lived well enough, not a day went by when you did not 
think about Drax, and the crate, and what was inside. You 
never knew, of course, but you suspected that, by taking the 
money, you had lost out on what might have been the greatest 
adventure of your life. 


Next time you start, remember that too much caution can 
sometimes be as bad as too much risk. 
To see how you get on, go back to 2. 
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THREE 


14 
As the Doctor’s TARDIS disappeared from Lot 38, two 
hundred kilometres to the north-east a Cadillac shimmered 
into being. 

The heat of Death Valley hit you. Hot air seared your 
lungs, blinding light made your eyeballs ache and your 
clothes, damp with sea air, steamed. 

‘Hot, innit?’ said Drax. 

‘Fifty-one degrees Celsius, humidity zero,’ said K-9. 
Then, with a noise like teeth chattering, a length of computer 
paper emerged from K-9’s hard-copy print-out facility. Drax 
tore off the perforated strip. 

‘Stroll on,’ he said, ‘it’s from the High Council. “Proceed 
all speed FERN Spacelab. Do not, repeat not, employ time- 
travel facility. Type 40 TARDIS observed in vortex crisis 
your segment. ”” 

‘What does it mean, vortex crisis?’ you asked. Drax did not 
reply. Instead he started the Cadillac and accelerated away. 
At top speed, and with the air-conditioning going full blast, 
Drax appeared to relax. 

‘I was in one once,’ he said. ‘It happens on dematerial- 
isation. In theory, you go into the time vortex, get spun 
round and come out at whatever destination you set on the 
co-ordinates. In practice, anything can happen. Vortex crisis 
is when some lunatic tries to rematerialise in mid- 
flight.’ 

“What happens then?’ 

Drax frowned. ‘The TARDIS can’t obey the command so 
it starts to shake itself to pieces. It’s like falling downstairs 
inside a wardrobe. Only worse.’ 


14 


The Doctor and Omega were being flung helplessly 
around the inside of the TARDIS, slammed from wall to 
ceiling to floor, battered by the enormous forces assaulting 
the exterior ofthe craft. The Doctor could visualise what was 
happening: the TARDIS was being slung from one 
time-spiral to the next, as each in turn rejected the command 
to materialise. 

Another impact knocked the breath from the Doctor’s 
body. It was all, he reflected grimly, Omega’s fault. As soon 
as he had pulled the dematerialisation switch, Omega, 
suspecting trickery, had attempted to rematerialise. Now 
their only chance was for one. of them to be able to hang onto 
the control panel for long enough to cancel the command. 
Since Omega could feel no pain, it had better be him. But 
Omega, disorientated as he was, could only think of getting 
his hands on the Doctor. ‘Listen, Omega,’ gasped the Doctor 
as they collided in mid-air. ‘The second law of time is—’ 
Omega’s gauntleted fist swung towards him. The Doctor 
ducked. Locked together, they crashed into the control 
pedestal. The Doctor grabbed a hand-hold. “The second law 
is never to rematerialise inside the vortex—’ Again the 
Doctor was flung out across the TARDIS. “The TARDIS is 
smashing itself to pieces—’ Suddenly he found himself 
sprawling across the control panels. Omega crashed on top of 
him. Pinned in position, the Doctor groped blindly for the 
master switch. Omega’s gauntlet seized his wrist. ‘Pull!’ 
shouted the Doctor. ‘Pull, Omega!’ 

Slowly, the turbulence ceased. Omega dragged the Doctor 
to his feet and held him in a neck-lock. “Where are we, 
Doctor?” The grip tightened. The Doctor felt himself 
starting to pass out. ‘Where are we?’ 

‘The scanner, use the scanner—’ The Doctor slumped 
unconscious at Omega’s feet. 

Duty Engineer Bose stared in amazement at the antique 
contraption that had suddenly appeared in the fusion reactor 
control zoom. How had it got there? The control room was a 
hundred feet below the surface. There were FERN security 
guards at every access point and remote-surveillance and 
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warning devices every few metres. Yet there had been no 
warning and no alarms had sounded. Was it some kind of a 
joke? A bunch of off-duty technicians, maybe, with too much 
time on their hands? Bose heaved his considerable bulk off 
his revolving chair and walked towards it. What the hell was 
an obsolete Limey police box doing in his control room? He 
knew one thing for sure: it was going to cause all kinds of 
trouble for security. Bose stood in front of it, scratching his 
head. What a heap of old junk. It was then, as the narrow 
dark blue door creaked open, that Duty Engineer Bose got 
the biggest surprise of his life. It was also his last. 

A hundred feet above the pile of soft white ash that had 
once been Bose a black-uniformed guard pulled the dark 
vizor of his helmet down and swung a leg over his glossy jet- 
black Skyrider. Behind him, on Main Gate Three 
surveillance-tower, two more black-clad guards took up 
position beside their surface-to-surface missile launcher. 
None of them took their eyes off the plume of dust speeding 
towards them. With an earsplitting howl of sirens the 
Skyrider leaped into the air, banked into a curve and swung 
round to sit on the Cadillac’s tail. 

Drax skidded to a halt in front of the ten-metre high 
electrified fence. A sign read ‘FUSION ENERGY 
RESEARCH NETWORK. NO ADMISSION.’ The guard 
parked his Skyrider and ambled slowly over. 

‘Can you read?’ said the guard. 

‘Yes,’ said Drax. 

‘Then git.’ 

‘Now wait a minute—’ 

‘Did you hear me?’ 

Drax sighed. ‘Yes, officer.’ 

“What did I say?’ 

‘You said “git’’.’ 

‘Thats right,’ drawled the guard. ‘So you just turn this 
here thing right around, and you point yourself, your tin 
hound-dog, and your friend here, back to from whence you 
came— and git.’ 

‘But how do we get in?’ asked Drax. 
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‘You don’t,’ said the guard. “You get out. Got it?’ 

‘Got it.’ said Drax. 

‘Then git.’ 

Drax drove fast and angrily, bottoming the soft suspension 
on the potholed dirt road. ‘I should’ve known better. When 
you’ve seen one copper you’ve seen ’em all.’ 

‘Logically, that is impossible,’ said K-9. 

‘Other things in life beside logic,’ muttered Drax, and swung 
the Cadillac off the road. The fat whitewall tyres scrunched 
over the sharp flints until the fence was only a couple of 
hundred metres away. ‘K-9 —can you punch a hole in that 
fence from here?’ 

‘Affirmative.’ 

‘Give it the works.’ 

‘Area protected by radar, sonar and surveillance devices,’ 
warned K-9. 

‘Yeah, well once we’re in, we’re in, ain’t we?’ 

Beyond the electrified fence lay a broad stretch of scrub and 
then, behind a second fence, the low, gray accommodation and 
storage units of the FERN complex. Towering over the base, 
and connected to it by its slim supply shaft, hung the spinning 
disc of the Spacelab. ‘Thats where we want to be,’ said Drax. 

You helped K-9 out of the car and led him to the bank of the 
river-bed. “Target located’ he said. Drax was still lounging in 
the Cadillac. 

‘Fire away, K-9,’ said Drax. You saw a faint bluish light leap 
from the muzzle of K-9’s blaster. As if by magic, neat 
semi-circular holes appeared in both fences. Drax gunned the 
engine. As the Cadillac leapt forward, Drax leaned out and 
shouted. ‘You two stay here, just in case!’ Before Drax had 
charged the bucketing Cadillac through the fence two 
matt-black Skyrider gunships had staggered into the air and 
were bearing down on him from opposite directions. Specks of 
orange flame appeared along the flanks of each gunship. 
Contrails of white vapour twisted round the sky, and then, with 
one accerd, a dozen heat-seeking missiles sped after Drax in 
vee-formation. You saw the Cadillac reach the gray huts. The 
arrowhead of missiles swerved down after him. 
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Twisting, turning and sliding broadside through the 
narrow avenues, Drax seemed to avoid the first few missiles. _ 
Then he was lost in a series of fireballs. Within seconds a pall 
of thick gray dust hid the huts from view. Of Drax and the 
Cadillac there was no sign. As one gunship heaved itself 
round and shot off towards the dust-cloud, so the other 
turned and began lumbering towards you and K-9. ‘Evasive 
action indicated,’ said K-9. He swung on his axis and blasted 
a hole beneath the overhanging rock of the river bed. You 
watched K-9 trundle towards it. The shattering roar of the 
gunship filled your head. You stood rooted to the spot as it 
bore down on you, staring with fascination at the circle of 
crimson light winking on its blunt nose. Then a series of 
explosions began racing towards you, and the entire surface 
of the dry river-bed seemed to writhe in agony under the 
relentless, battering impact of the gunfire. You knew you 
had to move. But how, and where? 


Will you dive across the river-bed to shelter with K-9? If so, go 
to 16. 

If you decide to hide under the rocky overhang on your side of 
the river-bed, go back to 11. 
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The half-track careered across the scrub at full speed. 
Neither guard nor driver took any notice of you now, and the 
noise of the engine drowned the radio talk. 

‘There she goes!’ shouted the guard. The driver slewed the 
half-track round. As it slowed you leaped over the back of the 
truck and rolled down a bank into the thorny scrub. The 
noise of the half-track receded. There was a dull crackle of 
automatic fire, then another burst from the Skyrider circling 
above. What you heard next was a familiar whipcrack sound. 
For a second the Skyrider seemed to be stuck on a needle of 
intense blue light—then it disappeared. 

The half-track came roaring back towards you. “The kid!’ 
shouted the guard, ‘Get the kid!’ You began to run, swerving 
this way and that. The half-track bore down on you. You 
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could feel the heat ofthe engine and the clattering track about 
to crush you into the desert. And then, nothing. You stopped 
and turned: in the distance, on the crest of a small ridge, 
stood K-9. , 

K-9 told you his story as you trudged back towards the dirt 
road. After the gunship attack he had emerged to find you 
gone. Unable to track you over the rocky terrain of the 
arroyo, he located you by his sensors. Before he could reach 
you, the guards had captured you. ‘Regret motor-drive 
system inadequate, Owner.’ You were about to ask him 
about Drax, when you reached the road. There was the 
Cadillac, with Drax ruefully inspecting the pockmarked 
bodywork. 

“Well, I wasn’t going to hang around with that lot on my 
tail, was I? I couldn’t put her on full demat, so I went into 
HADS—Hostile Action Displacement System. It’s supposed 
to shift you out of range.’ Drax fingered a ragged hole in the 
passenger door. “Nothing’s perfect, is it?’ 

Later, as Drax drove on he grew more cheerful. ‘The thing 
is, we’re all still here,’ Drax glanced up at the Spacelab, ‘and 
that thing’s still up there.’ 

Even as he spoke the Spacelab disappeared and the surface 
of the desert turned to glass. 


The Doctor came round on the floor of the TARDIS to 
find Omega looking down at him. ‘I would have thought you 
Time Lords would have devised a better envelope than this 
puny frame of flesh and blood.’ 

“What happened?’ 

“You have been in coma, Doctor.’ 

“Why didn’t you finish me off then?’ 

“When the time comes, it will be a pleasure. Until then you 
shall be a witness to the powers of Omega.’ The gaunt figure 
turned his back on the Doctor and appeared to be studying 
the TARDIS control console. The Doctor rose unsteadily to 
his feet. It was not the first time that Omega had spared him. 
Now, as his mind cleared, he began to see why. Omega 
needed someone to boast to, to humiliate and impress. It was 
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not simply a matter of revenge, as Omega claimed. The truth 
was simple: Omega could no longer bear to be alone. 

He resolved to keep this insight to himself. It was useful 
ammunition. Know your enemy, thought the Doctor—the 
first rule of combat. 

Omega stood deep in thought over the console. The 
Doctor moved silently to the TARDIS door. Once he was 
outside, the Doctor planned to telepath instructions to the 
TARDIS to seal itself and transport Omega back to the Veil 
Nebula. All he had to do was to slip through the door. He 
pushed. The door opened a couple of inches—and stuck. 
Behind him he heard the harsh, brazen roar of Omega’s 
laughter. “You take me for a fool Doctor? You think I don’t 
know how your pathetic mind works?’ 

The Doctor gazed transfixed through the slit in the door. 
An armature of glass-like filaments enclosed the TARDIS 
like a web of ice. Through the transparent material the 
Doctor could see a section of the fusion reactor control room. 
The instrument panels swarmed with filaments of the same 
glass-like substance. 

‘I have not been idle, as you see, Doctor. I have studied 
your TARDIS and its systems, and found ways of improving 
their performance. My years as the greatest Solar Engineer 
Gallifrey has ever known have not been wasted—as you will 
soon see. 

‘In order to combat your telepathic advantage I have 
linked the TARDIS to a power system of my own: the fusion 
reactor here. I think you will find the performance greatly 
superior.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘Observe, Doctor.’ Omega’s gauntleted hand closed round 
the master dematerialisation switch. ‘I can now shift not only 
the TARDIS but this whole environment through time. / 
control the TARDIS now—’ 

‘That’s what you think,’ muttered the Doctor. His mind 
flashed a series of co-ordinates to the guidance systems 
computer. At the same moment, Omega threw the switch. ‘It 
is useless to struggle against my will!’ 
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The transparent armature glowed with energy: the battle 
for Time was on. 


The Cadillac spun on across the translucent green plain 
that had once been the Mojave Desert. The colours in the 
glass varied from green to yellow, to purple to red. It was like 
sliding across an enormous bruise. Although the sun was 
directly above, the air was cool and the sky was a deep cobalt 
vault. 

K-9s sensors and antenna twitched and waggled 
constantly and streams of calculations flickered across his 
visual display unit. ‘Monotonous, innit?’ said Drax, ‘Mind 
you, I think we’re slowing down.’ 

‘Negative,’ said K-9. Computation indicates a gradient of 
one in seven-fifty.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Drax, ‘we going downhill?’ 

‘Affirmative.’ 

‘Well, when we reach the bottom we’ll slide up the other 
side and then back down again until we—’ 

‘Radar scan indicates there is no other side.’ 

‘Got to be.’ 

‘Negative,’ said K-9. 

‘There was before,’ said Drax. 

‘Analysis suggests we are now half a million years ahead of 
our last temporal position.’ 

‘Half a million? How the—?’ 

‘A spatio-temporal slip has occurred, silicates have fused 
to glass as a result of fusion, the incline appears to terminate 
in a fault line or slippage zone—’ 

‘Hang about, where’s the rest of California?’ 

‘Gone,’ said K-9 abruptly. 

You were soon to find out where. The horizon grew 
suddenly nearer, the incline steepened and a mass of milky 
heat fractures appeared on the surface of the glass. As the 
Cadillac rushed backwards towards the jagged edge, Drax 
was heaving frantically at the dematerialisation control. 
‘Damn thing’s stuck!’ he said. The next second the Cadillac 
flew over the edge. As it turned over, you caught a glimpse of 
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brilliant dark blue sea. There was a sickening crack and a grunt 
from Drax, and the car began to nose-dive towards the sea. 
‘Height three thousand metres,’ intoned K-9, ‘speed two 
hundred kilometres per hour, seconds to impact, forty—’ 
You were forced backward into your seat. ‘What’s happened 
to Drax?’ you shouted to K-9. 
‘Concussion,’ stated K-9. ‘Seconds to impact, thirty.’ 


‘Do something K-9!’ 
‘Awaiting instructions,’ said K-9 calmly. ‘Seconds to impact, 
twenty . . . nineteen. . . eighteen—’ 


As you struggled to get out of your seat the surface of the dark 
blue sea rose up to meet you. 


If you decide to use K-9’s blaster in some way, go to 20. 
If you decide to do something yourself, go to 19. 


16 
You threw yourself desperately across the flint-strewn 
river-bed. You saw K-9 looking at you. Then your path and the 
trajectory of the gunfire intersected. You felt the first round hit 
you, slamming into you with the force of a sledgehammer. You 
felt no pain, only surprise, and regret that your attempt to help 
the Doctor had ended. As you toppled over towards the flinty 
sand, the world turned black. You never felt the other bullets. 


Next time, don’t run into danger, run away from it. Start again 
from the end of 14. 


17 
When K-9 was in the passenger-seat you reached forward and 
turned the key in the ignition switch. With a noise like a 
wounded elephant the Cadillac began to dematerialise. The 
surroundings began to shimmer and suddenly the golden 
afternoon turned black. 

The next thing you knew was that it had become much hotter 
and the sun was directly overhead. The Cadillac took shape 
around you. K-9’s tracking sensors turned slowly through 
ninety degrees. 
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‘Where are we?’ 

‘Mojave Desert. Forty-nine degrees Celsius, humidity 
zero.’ 

You looked round. The Cadillac was sitting in the exact 
centre of a broad circle of tarmac. All around you, dispersed 
on similar circles of tarmac, were several Boeing B52s, 
strategic long-range bombers of the late twentieth century. 
The blinding light on their bare metal surfaces made them 
hard to look at. The heat, light and silence were absolute. 

‘We’re on an airbase,’ you said. K-9 did not reply. Instead, 
his radio signal booster antenna raised itself vertical. You 
became aware of a high, thin screech approaching faster and 
faster and growing in volume until it sounded like thunder 
inside your head. 

‘We are at the epicentre of a thermonuclear fusion test 
site,’ said K-9. ‘Dematerialisation essential.’ 

But even as you reached for the ignition key the missile 
arrived. In a fraction of a second a fusion reaction of one 
hundred million degrees celsius had wiped you, and K-9, and 
the entire airbase off the face of the Earth. 


More haste, less speed! Try again from 6. 


18 
You regained consciousness to find Mah glowering above 
you. ‘Om lie,’ she muttered. “This no good place. No sky, no 
sun, no food cans. Om make slaves of his people, him no dam 
good.’ 

You deduced that you had been drawn into the world of 
anti-matter. It was a singularly depressing place — endless 
caverns, tunnels and foul-smelling lakes. Mah, cursing Om 
under her breath the whole time, led you to the rest of the 
People of the Dust. They huddled and shivered like a group 
of negatives around a fire that gave off not heat but waves of 
bone-chilling cold. The People of the Dust could not 
understand a fire that gave out cold, and continued to huddle 
round it. It gave you the first clue about the strange realm in 
which you found yourself. Mah gave you the second. You 
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asked her if she had seen Om. She shook her head. ‘No,’ she 
whispered, ‘but him here. Him all round.’ It was true, you 
realised. You could feel the presence of Omega all round you. 
You wrestled with the concept of anti-matter. If Omega was 
anti-matter then you must be inside him in some way. And if 
fire was cold, then everything else in this negative world 
should be reversed. In which case, you reasoned, the way out 
would be in the centre of his labyrinthine being. You 
explained this to Mah, and so began your long journey into 
the interior. It occurred to you that the way to destroy Omega 
would be to give him life. As you travelled, you tried to work 
out how this might be done. So intent were you that you 
failed to notice that yet another reversal was taking place— 
that of time. One by one, you and the People of the Dust 
became younger and younger. Your last memory was of 
being carried in Mah’s arms. She had become a young 
woman, leading a group of children deeper and deeper into 
the labyrinth, towards their freedom. You, the youngest, 
were the first to gain it. You escaped Omega by being born. 


This escape, however, means that you have to wait a few years 
before you get to meet K-9 and Drax and become involved once 
more in the search for the Doctor. 

To pass the time, take the two dice and throw until you reach a 
score that equals your age in years. Add up the scores until you 
reach your exact age. If you throw over, deduct the score of 
both dice from your previous total and throw again until you 
get exactly the right number. 

When you do, go on to 21. 
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FOUR 


19 
‘Ten,’ said K-9 calmly, ‘Nine . . . eight—’ 

You saw immediately what had happened. You were 
lying upside-down with your head jammed, underneath 
the dashboard. When Drax had used the HADS system to 
avoid the vee-formation of missiles he had pulled so hard 
the lever had come out of its gate and stuck in the 
switchgear of the dematerialisation control. You hauled 
on the lever with all your strength. Behind you, Drax was 
groaning back to consciousness. 

‘What’s happening?’ 

‘Four seconds to impact . . . two — 

The lever sprang free, taking the skin off your 
knuckles. ‘Try it now, Drax!’ 

‘Zero.’ You felt the first moment of impact and the 
blackness of dematerialisation at the same time. Unlike 
previous occasions, however, you did not black out. 
Neither did Drax or K-9. 

“Have we crashed or what?’ 

“Negative impact.’ 

“Why’s it gone all dark?’ 


The Doctor felt the intense pressure of Omega’s will 
suddenly give way. Instantly he programmed the 
computer with a new set of co-ordinates. It was this 
waiting period between one time zone and the next that 
you, Drax and K-9 had experienced. Once again, 
Omega’s great laugh rang out. ‘Is that the best you can do, 
Doctor? Why must you always live in the past?’ 

‘You'll see,’ muttered the Doctor. His mind raced, 


19 


searching for the exact moment when he had last 
vanquished Omega. If only he could find it and revisit it, 
he would finish off Omega once and for all. 

First, he had to lull Omega’s suspicions. If Omega 
wanted to play hide-and-seek across the space-time matrix 
then so be it. The Doctor would let him think he was 
winning the battle for control of the TARDIS. But every 
time-shift would deplete Omega’s fusion reactor power 
source. When it was worn down to a fraction of its present 
strength the Doctor would make his final move. He and 
Omega would face each other once again, and this time he 
would give Omega no chance—even if it meant facing 
destruction along with him. z 

The Doctor glanced up at the scanner. “There you are,’ 
he said. ‘Since you chose the future, I have chosen the 
past. If you can force me into the future, you win. If I can 
hold you in the past, I win. Agreed?’ 

‘Agreed,’ said Omega. ‘You have already lost!’ 


It was dawn on the Great Plains. Drax gunned the 
Cadillac across the rolling green expanse. There were no 
signs of the presence of man, and you wondered what 
huge machine had mown the strip so evenly. When the 
Cadillac crested the next rise, you saw it. 

Ten thousand buffalo grazed. The mist of their breath 
hung above them, and the shaggy, dark brown mass 
stretched far across the plain. Ahead of them, the plain 
rose and fell, luscious with untouched grazing. 

‘The year is eighteen twenty-six,’ announced K-9. 
Before he could continue, the scene vanished, and then 
reappeared again. The air was blue with rifle fire, and 
whooping, yelling men urged their terrified ponies 
through the carnage of the buffalo slaughter. 

‘The year is eighteen seventy-six,’ said K-9. 

From then on the scene and time moved too fast even 
for K-9. Visions of quiet peace and shattering violence 
flickered past at ever increasing speed. You were in a mad 
travelogue, a whirlwind Epcot ride through past and 
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future. The land rose and fell, swamp succeeded sea, and 
desert succeeded swamp. Then darkness, and lightning 
flashed, and the mad gallop of images slowed until only 
two remained. 

In one, you were held in a wide green silence. The air 
was neither warm nor cold and, although there was no 
mist or fog, you could see nothing clearly. 

‘Where are we, K-9?’ whispered Drax. 

‘At the beginning,’ said K-9. 

In the other, the Cadillac stood in a scarred, basaltic 
land. Beyond the black split rock a sea of blue-gray ash 
reached out to a curved horizon. From the curve and 
apparent closeness of the horizon you imagined you might 
be on the surface of the moon, even though you knew you 
were breathing air. It was flat and stale, with a faint, 
unpleasantly metallic taste, but it was, nevertheless, air. 

“What’s this?’ asked Drax. 

‘Earth,’ said K-9. ‘Location as before.’ 

“When though?’. 

K-9 stared out across the sea of ash. ‘Close to the end.’ 

All three of you were silent. Then piece by piece, the 
gray landscape was wrenched away, until blackness 
interceded. Then the wide green silence reappeared, and 
surrounded you, until it, in turn, was torn to pieces and 
supplanted by the rocks and ashen sea. 

‘I reckon,’ said Drax finally, ‘someone’s playing 
tug-of-war, and we’re in the middle.’ 


It was exactly how the Doctor felt. He and Omega faced 
each other across the console of the TARDIS. Omega’s 
gauntleted hand gripped the master switch. Under 
pressure from Omega’s will he had been forced to retreat 
further and further back into the past. Now he was at the 
beginning, and he could retreat no further. 

The great mask turned to gaze at the scarred, basaltic 
land shown on the scanner. ‘Now you can see, Doctor, 
how your precious Earth will look when I have finished 
with it. What do you think?’ 
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‘Black and ugly,’ said the Doctor, ‘like its creator.’ 

‘What does it matter?’ replied Omega. ‘By then 
Gallifrey will be in my power.’ 

‘Not if I have anything to do with it.’ 

‘You!’ said Omega scornfully, ‘what can you do? You 
can retreat no further and you know it. The TARDIS and 
the secrets of Time are mine. You must surrender!’ 

The Doctor glanced down at the data bank. It showed 
that Omega’s fusion reactor power source, although 
depleted, had not weakened enough for the Doctor to be 
sure of the success of his final move. Somehow, he had to 
find a way of distracting Omega, and take him by surprise. 

On the scanner, a trail of dust moved across the land. 


‘Not sitting there waiting for the end to happen,’ said 
Drax as you sped across the ashen plain. 

‘Why don’t you dematerialise, Drax?’ you asked. 

‘I would if I could, wouldn’t I? Somebody else is pulling 
the strings. Ain’t that right, K-97 

‘Affirmative.’ 

You drove for hours in silence. Drax hunched himself 
over the wheel and stared grimly through the 
dust-smeared screen. 

“What’s our altitude, K-9?’ asked Drax. 

‘Two thousand six hundred metres.’ 

‘Thought so,’ muttered Drax. ‘Definite loss of poke. 
Better let her cool down.’ 

You got out to stretch your legs. Behind you the dust- 
bowl spread for miles. Ahead, almost as far, was a low rim. 
For the last few hours, you had been climbing slowly 
towards it. K-9 trundled over to a small pyramid of ash 
and extended his data-com probe towards it. You and 
Drax strolled over towards him. 

‘Is this a volcanic crater?’ 

Drax nodded. ‘Must’ve been quite a bang.’ He watched 
K-9 moving round the pyramid of ash. ‘What you got 
there, old son?’ 

‘Galvanised iron structure, origin unknown.’ said K-9. 
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Drax walked over to it and kicked at the dust. You helped 
him clear it away. The structure was simple: four pieces of 
zinc-plated channel iron, joined by thinner cross-struts and 
bolted together at the top with triangular plates. 

“What d’you reckon?’ said Drax. 

‘It looks like the top of an electricity pylon, but it can’t be, 
can it? I mean, they’re two or three hundred feet high, some 
of them.’ 

‘Yeah,’ said Drax slowly. ‘And that means two or three 
hundred feet of dust. Come on.’ 

‘Where are we going?’ 

‘Water,’ said Drax. 


Whenever Omega’s attention was distracted the Doctor 
swung the scanner to pick up the trail of the approaching 
vehicle. What was a mid-twentieth-century automobile 
doing amidst this colossal devastation? But there was no 
doubt it was getting closer. This could be the surprise he 
needed. 

‘Well, Doctor, do you concede?’ 

‘Far from it,’ said the Doctor lightly. 

‘Then you are a fool. I cannot wait forever.’ 

“Where there’s life there’s hope,’ smiled the Doctor. 


As you climbed, so the gray pyramids grew larger. Then, 
on the rim, as the Cadillac laboured upwards, you saw three 
giant cloaked figures with grey arms outstretched. As you 
drew closer you could see that they were the top twenty-foot 
sections of pylons. 

‘Soon be there,’ said Drax. 

Down below, on the other side of the rim, lay the humped 
remains of a hydroelectric station and the dull gleam of a 
dust-laden lake. The trail wound down in a series of zig-zags. 
As you swung round the hairpin bends, you thought you saw 
gray figures dart between the half-buried hive-like shapes of 
the hydroelectric station. At last, Drax pulled up beside the 
lake. The engine coughed and died. Drax tried the starter 
motor again and again: nothing. 
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‘Well that’s it,’ he said, ‘we’re out of gas. Unless we can 
find a fuel store, here we are, and here we stay.’ 

Something was bothering you, nagging at your mind, as 
you searched the station outbuildings. Under their thick 
layer of dust they resembled the adobe pueblos and domed 
earth-lodges of a thousand years before. It was only when the 
Primitives caught you that you realised. It was the track 
down to the lake that bothered you. Someone had to have 
made it. Now you knew. 

They called themselves the People of the Dust, and from 
their matted hair to the soles of their feet they were all 
uniformly covered in a thin, grimed-in layer of ash. They 
looked like a group of people who had been buried up to 
their necks in mud and then left to dry. 

Gagged and bound, you were dragged into the central 
generating-hall. Here, too, everything was gray but this ` 
time, it was standard gray engineering paint. Although they 
poked at your clothes and pulled your hair they seemed 
gleeful rather than threatening. The generating-hall was 
deep inside the mountain, and it was this, you discovered 
later, that had led to the survival of their ancestors. There 
were no more than forty of them, and about a third were 
children. They led you, chattering and gesticulating, to the 
far end of the hall. There, sitting in a throne that looked at 
first as if it were made of silver feathers, was an old woman. 
The light, in this chamber, capable of producing thousands 
of megawatts of electricity, came from oily rags stuck in 
empty food cans. They shoved you in front of the old 
woman, and you saw that the silver feathers were, in fact, 
broken fan-turbine blades. The chattering subsided until all 
you could distinguish was one word, repeated over and over: 
‘Om! 7 

The old woman stood. She put her creased face close to 
yours and squinted into your eyes. Then she took hold of the 
flesh of your cheeks and jerked quickly upwards, as though 
she expected it to come off, revealing something else 
underneath. ‘No Om,’ said the old woman. 

The People of the Dust seemed disappointed, and then 
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angry. One or two of the men produced long turbine blade 
machetes. 

‘Kill!’ They began to chant and stamp. ‘Kill!’ 

‘No!’ said the old woman, ‘No kill!’ As she stepped in 
front of you, a young man came rushing in from the side. His 
blade gleamed in the smoky yellow glow. There was a bright 
flash of blue light and the blade spun out of the man’s hand. 
As one, the rest of the group turned. When they saw K-9 
travelling towards them, they all fell on their knees, and 
began prostrating themselves. ‘Om!’ they said. ‘Om!’ 


‘Well, said Drax, ‘so this is all that’s left of the Fusion 
Energy Research Network.’ Half the fusion reactor panel 
had been ripped away, and there were large holes in the 
ceiling and the floor nearby. A trail of fused glass filaments 
led from the wrecked control panel to the hole in the floor. 

‘I wonder what happened here,’ said Drax. The old 
woman, Mah, stepped forward and laid a small food can 
with the others round the edge of the hole. She lit the diesel- 
soaked rag and watched it burn. 

‘Om come, Om go,’ she said. ‘One day Om come again. 
He come up from water, send big circle from sky, take 
People of the Dust far away. Nice place, many food cans. 
You see Om come again, yes sir.’ 

‘When will Om come again, Mah?’ asked Drax. 

Mah’s seamed face split in a broken toothed grin. 
‘Mañana, she said, ‘you see Om come.’ She left, cackling to 
herself. “Yes sir, you see Om come manana!’ 


The Doctor could see Omega moving from one chamber 
of the TARDIS to another. Like a new owner, thought the 
Doctor, taking possession of his property. He switched on 
the scanner and zoomed in on the vehicle by the lakeside. It 
was empty. He followed the trail of footsteps. The footsteps 
were accompanied by some strangely familiar wheelmarks. 
They led to an open door. A faded sign read ‘FUEL 
STORE’. 

Backing out of the door, radio antenna erect, trundled a 
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sight the Doctor had never expected to see again. ‘K-9, as 
I live and breathe,’ muttered the Doctor. K-9 was towing 
a handtruck loaded with five-gallon jerricans. Pushing the 
other end of the truck was a short, dark-haired man. The 
Doctor zoomed the scanner in close in the round, 
close-cropped head. A set of cheerfully villainous features 
suddenly filled the scanner. 

‘Left hand down a bit,’ said a cockney voice. 

A shadow fell across the scanner screen. “Who is that?” 
growled Omega. The Doctor swung the scanner off Drax 
and spun the controls to blur the image. 

‘One of the Primitives I think.’ 

‘Liar!’ 

The Doctor shrugged. ‘See for yourself.’ 

‘Out of my way!’ snarled Omega. As he took over the 
controls the Doctor moved quietly to the console. Omega . 
was preoccupied with focusing the scanner. It was now or 
never, thought the Doctor. He leaned over and whispered 
into the TARDIS intercom. ‘Come in, K-9.’ 


K-9’s head jerked up, his sensors twitching. ‘Master?’ 

Drax’s eyes were round with astonishment. ‘Is that 
who—?’ 

‘Silence!’ snapped K-9. ‘Continue, Master.’ 


You were walking down the slope from the fuel store, a 
jerrican in each hand. Rather cleverly, you thought, you 
had worked out that ‘Om’ was Omega, and that ‘the big 
circle from the sky’ was the Spacelab. You knew from 
what Drax had said that Omega and the Doctor were 
involved in some kind of tug-of-war over time. Since this 
time-zone was obviously Omega’s, then the other one, the 
wide green silence, must be that created by the Doctor. In 
which case, you concluded, both Omega and the Doctor 
were still around. All you had to do was to refuel the 
Cadillac and find them. 

You struggled down the hill to the lake with the 
jerricans. It annoyed you to see Drax leaning on the door 
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staring at K-9. At least they could have started refuelling. 
But K-9 seemed to be in some kind of a trance. Every so 
often his head moved up and down. 

‘Yes, Master,’ he said. ‘No, Master.’ 

Why was he calling Drax ‘Master’? He had never done 
that before, and there was a new tone of respect in that 
abrupt, metallic voice. You dumped the jerricans. 
‘Listen,’ you said, ‘I’ve been working things out, and—’ 

‘Silence!’ 

Drax put a finger to his lips. ‘The Doctor,’ he 
whispered, ‘talking to K-9.’ 


Omega focused on the strange vehicle and zoomed in 
close. “These are not Primitives, Doctor.’ He turned to 
face the Doctor. ‘Who are they?’ 

‘Friends of mine,’ said the Doctor. 

‘Then I shall destroy them!’ fumed Omega. 

Tm afraid you can’t,’ said the Doctor. ‘They are Time 
Lords. If you look around you, you will see that you are 
surrounded.’ 

The ruse did not work. Omega moved towards the 
Doctor. ‘All this time, Doctor, and still you imagine that 
you can outwit me! I have beaten you, beaten you at every 
turn! Why do you think I consented to play your pathetic 
little game? Because it amused me, that’s all, to see what 
crude little stratagems you would devise! Now you have 
lost, but still you play your childish tricks. You know 
there is nowhere for you to go. With one more effort of my 
will, I can, if I so choose, push you backwards out of time 
forever!’ 

‘True,’ said the Doctor, ‘but you still would not possess 
the secrets of Time, nor could you control the TARDIS.’ 
The Doctor wished K-9 would hurry: it was time for the 
final move. 

‘Look around you, Doctor. Is that your world outside 
or mine? I already control the TARDIS. I no longer have 
any need of you!’ 

‘On the contrary,’ said the Doctor, ‘I am the very 
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person you do need.’ He paused: surely Drax had 
understood what K-9 had told him to do. 

‘Why?’ said Omega. ‘What further use are you?’ 

‘Without me, you are alone,’ said the Doctor. ‘Your 
power is worthless to you. You can destroy me but you 
cannot defeat me, Omega. And if you destroy me you will 
be imprisoned as you were before.’ 

‘Never!’ roared Omega. 

‘Don’t you see,’ said the Doctor, ‘it is your power that 
imprisons you, your arrogance that sets you apart, your 
strength that makes you weak. You are in a jail of your 
own devising, Omega. 

‘No,’ said Omega. ‘You lie!’ 

“You cannot enslave me, Omega, because you need me 
as your antagonist. Without me to fight against you are 
nothing. You are locked up inside your own rage. You 
need me, your enemy, to set you free—’ 

‘I need nothing! No one!’ 

‘Ready, Master,’ said K-9’s voice. 

‘And now, Omega, I shall set you free.’ The Doctor 
telepathed the co-ordinates to the TARDIS. 

‘What trickery is this?’ 

‘No trickery,’ said the Doctor, ‘we are returning to the 
scene of our first meeting, and this time, much as I regret 
it, there will be no mistake.’ The dematerialisation noise 
began. To the Doctor’s surprise, Omega began to laugh. 

‘You fool, Doctor!’ 

‘I wouldn’t be so sure if I were you— 

“If I were you”, taunted Omega. ‘You fool, you are 
me!’ 

The TARDIS began to dematerialise but all the Doctor 
could hear was Omega’s laughter ringing in his ears. ‘You 
are me, Doctor, you are me!’ : 


Peals of thunder rang out across the darkening sky. 
‘Om is coming,’ said Mah. Behind her the People of the 
Dust had prostrated themselves on the ground. Thunder 
banged directly overhead and rolled round the lake. ‘Om 
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laughing,’ said Mah. You continued emptying a jerrican into 
the Cadillac’s tank. Drax had connected K-9’s computer to 
the TARDIS drive system. His hand rested on the master 
switch. The sky became the colour of brass. There was a 
shattering blast of thunder and for a moment you saw, or 
thought you saw, the reflection of a brazen mask-like shape 
filling the entire surface of the lake. ‘Om come,’ breathed 
Mah—and the whole scene began to melt and dissolve. 

‘Now!’ said K-9. ‘Materialise!’ As Mah, and the People of 
the Dust, and the lake, and the valley, and the mountains 
dissolved into nothingness, the Cadillac alone remained, 
glowing with a pale incandescence, as though it had become 
its own ghost. You stood beside it, transfixed, still holding 
the jerrican. Then you felt yourself being hauled away, 
pulled by an irresistible force into the nothingness 
surrounding you. You saw the jerrican float away, and melt 
into a thin, elongated shape as if made of glass — and then it 
was gone. You felt yourself drifting away. 

The pull increased, and you knew that you were being 
drawn into non-existence— 


What happens next 1s up to chance. 
Take two dice. If you roll a double, any double, go to 21. 
If you do not roll a double go back to 18. 


20 

‘K-9, use your blaster!’ The thin blue line stabbed the ruffled 
surface of the sea. The Cadillac shot into the hole the blaster had 
created. By altering the angle of the beam K-9 was able to bring 
the convertible to rest on the bottom. After experimenting with 
the blaster settings, K-9 made it possible for you to drive along 
the sea-bed in a protective shell of air. All around you were 
strange cube-shaped rocks as large as buildings, covered in 
seaweed. Some of the rocks had rows of rectangular holes in 
them, like windows. With a start, you realised they were 
windows. You were moving through the streets of a drowned 
city. 

‘Power fading,’ warned K-9. His voice brought you back to 


20 


reality. ‘Blaster not designed for constant use. Recharge 
essential.’ You leaned forward to look at Drax: he was still 
unconscious. If only you could bring him round there was a 
chance he could use HADS, or some other device, to get you 
out ofthis mess. But with Drax concussed, the telepathic link 
was broken and the TARDIS would not respond either to 
you or K-9. Since K-9 was running down, and the master 
switch was inoperable, you were in no better a position than 
when you hurtled off the cliff. The Cadillac was moving more 
slowly now, and the sheltering bubble of air began to contract 
as blaster power diminished. 

The broad avenue swung round in a gentle curve and 
opened into an enormous square. As the Cadillac crawled 
forward into the vast expanse there rose before you the 
weed-hung walls and encrusted turrets of a magnificent 
facade, towering upwards as far as the eye could see. Despite 
its sea-change, you recognised it instantly from the news 
holocasts of its building and opening ceremonial. “The 
biggest cathedral in the entire history of the world’, as the 
newscasters inevitably described it. 

It was the Cathedral of Saint Peter the Fisherman, in the 
City of the Angels. 

Beyond the great west door the interior shone with a pale, 
wavering yellow glow. 

Candlelight, after half a million years? 

‘Welcome to Pacifis,’ soft, musical voices spoke inside 
your head, in unison. You turned and saw a group of young 
men and women standing on each side of the Cadillac. They 
were all blond, tanned, young creatures, naked except for 
ornaments and girdles of coral and small cowrie shells. They 
were almost identically good-looking, and they were all 
smiling at you with the same serenely peaceful expression. 
Thin trails of silvery air-bubbles rose from somewhere 
behind their ears. ‘Peace be with you,’ said the low, sing-song 
voices in your head. ‘For behold the young shepherd is come 
again, once more unto the gates of the City of the Angels.’ 

Inside the cathedral you saw that the light was not 
candlelight but sunlight, reflected down through long, 
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silvered tubes that reached, you supposed, right to the 
surface. Hundreds of other blond, peaceful, beautiful young 
men and women came swimming to greet you as you were led 
into the great nave ofthe cathedral. All ofthem had the same 
broad, serene smile of welcome. You found it slightly 
unnerving, and the constant sing-song in your head began to 
feel oppressive. 

“What are they, K-9?? 

‘We are the sons and daughters of the Angels,’ said a 
thousand voices in unison. 

“They are clones,’ said K-9 shortly. ‘Power depleted. Solar 
energy essen—’ The familiar voice stopped dead and the 
glow faded from his visual orientation circuits. The silvery 
shell of air around the Cadillac vanished, and, watched by 
hundreds of smiling, uncomprehending faces, you began to 
drown. 


To continue this part of your adventure, roll two dice. 

A score of 6 or more takes you on to 23. 

A score of 5 or less means that for you, this time, it’s all over. 
But you can go back to the end of 15 and try again. 
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It was like an old-fashioned space-docking manoeuvre. As 
you floated helplessiy, arms and legs spread wide, K-9 
extended the data-com probe towards you. You were being 
sucked faster and faster towards the void—and then the cold 
metal probe touched your palm. You grabbed hold and K-9 
retracted the probe. You fell into the back seat. ‘Hang on!’ 
shouted Drax. All round you space streamed and receded 
away, but the Cadillac hung where it was, swaying, in the 
centre of the vortex. 

‘How much longer?’ bawled Drax. 

‘Fifty years,’ said K-9. ‘Five. One year. Three weeks. 
Hours. Minutes. Ten seconds—’ 

The Cadillac materialised on top of a hydraulic Skyrider 
ramp in the transport section. A lurid holographic calendar 
revolved over one of the workbenches. It was Day 222, Year 
2056, Time 23.16. Apart from the glowing calendar the 
workshop was dark and silent. ‘Handy,’ said Drax, looking 
at the tools and electronic test equipment. “Where’s the 
Doctor, then?’ 

K-9’s sensors whirred. ‘TARDIS located. Height sixteen 
thousand metres. No information on Doctor.’ 

‘Keep looking, K-9. He can’t be far away.’ 


The Doctor looked out through the black plate glass. 
Across the small lab was a frosted glass door. The Doctor 
read the reversed lettering. ‘Dr ROLF AARUP, A-M 
RESEARCH’. Another sign had been stuck across the door: 
‘Strictly No Entry. Police.’ 

A face appeared on the other side of the plate glass. It was 
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his own face, and when the voice spoke, it was his voice. But 
there was no mistaking the identity behind the voice. ‘As you 
see, Doctor, I am now you, and you are in my position. A 
mere presence without form, I hesitate to say “an 
intelligence”,’ Omega chuckled at his joke, something, 
thought the Doctor, that he would never do. ‘Since I could 
not imprison your presence in stasis you shall remain here in 
this crude anti-matter trap. You may even find a few quarks 
to keep you company. If you find it tedious, remember Ihave 
spent aeons in such places. In time, Doctor, you will 
understand my need for revenge.’ 

After Omega had left, the Doctor tried to get used to the 
idea of being a ‘presence’. It was, he decided, akin to being 
the Genie in the Lamp. The difference was, unfortunately, 
no-one was likely to come along and release him. . . . All at 
once, the Doctor’s train of thought braked to a halt. If what 
Omega said was true, how had he managed to manifest 
himself in the real world? What was unique about Omega, 
what power enabled him to project himself out of the realm of 
anti-matter? 

Willpower, thought the Doctor. And if Omega could do it, 
so could the Doctor. He concentrated all his mental energy 
on projecting himself out of his prison. 

For a second or two a small transparent circle hovered in 
the lab, and then disappeared in a puff of light. At least it was 
a start. 


‘Extra-sensory image located,’ said K-9. 

“What d’you mean, extra-sensory?’ said Drax. ‘Looking 
for the Doctor, aren’t we?’ 

‘Image located in Spacelab anti-matter section.’ 

‘All right, K-9. Now what about the Doctor?’ 

‘No information available.’ 


Tired as you were, you could not take your eyes off the date 
on the calendar. Only two days had passed since you walked 
into the Natural History Museum. Since then, you had been 
banged about through Space and Time, seen all manner of 
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strange things and survived any number of terrifying 
adventures. Now you had had enough. You curled up on the 
back seat of the Cadillac and, as you drifted off to sleep. 

You woke up alone. A scrap of print-out tape was twined 
round the rear-view mirror. ‘Wait here, back soon.’ You 
glanced at the glowing calendar. It was Day 223, Time 05.29. 
You yawned and stretched, wondering where Drax and K-9 
had gone. You hoped they came back with some breakfast. 
Suddenly the metal workshop doors slid back. A slant of light 
fell across the floor and two black-clad Skyrider guards came 
in, carrying their helmets. 

‘Well, here we go again.’ 

‘Guess so.’ 

‘What section you got?’ 

‘Main Gate Three to Main Gate Four. You?’ 

‘They got me on roof surveillance.’ 

‘Well, this is the big one.’ 

‘This guy in control was telling me. If they screw up, 
they’re gonna have a ball of fire hotter’n hell and nothin’ they 
can do about it.’ 

You crouched down in the back seat and listened to the two 
guards checking over their Skyriders. They were talking 
about a fusion reactor test. It was the biggest ever attempted 
and, if it went wrong, the whole fusion chamber would burn 
its way through the earth’s crust in seconds. Once inside, it 
would heat up the core until it was hotter than the centre of 
the sun. 

‘What did this guy say would happen then?’ 

‘Biggest goddam bomb ever made.’ 

Both men were silent for a while. You could hear them 
tinkering with their Skyriders. You began to think your luck 
was in, and that neither of them would notice the strange 
object in the gloom at the back of the workshop. You heard 
them leave, and the sliding doors began to close. Then they 
stopped. You could see a bar of morning light slanting across 
the roof above you. 

‘Hey man.’ 

‘Yeah?’ 
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‘Ain’t that the machine the gunship boys said they took 
out?’ 

‘Sure’s hell looks like it.’ 

‘So what’s it doing here in one piece?’ 

You lay on the floor between the seats. There was no time 
to run. Two pairs of boots click-clacked across the concrete 
floor. You lifted up the back seat but there was no room 
there. The two guards were standing right by the ramp. 

‘Switch the power on, let’s get this here ramp down.’ 

Your fingers hooked round the back of the rear seat and 
pulled. The power came on. There was a clunk and a whine, 
and the Cadillac began to sink towards the floor. You tore at 
the seat-back, wrenching it away from the bodywork. 
Underneath the folded soft top there was a space. It looked 
far too small but you crammed yourself in and pulled the seat 
back into place as best you could. The folds of the soft top 
smothered you and made it difficult to breathe and impossible 
to move. The ramp stopped with a jerk. You felt the Cadillac 
settle as the two guards got in. 

‘This here thing must be more’n hundred years old.’ 

‘Sure don’t look it. Lick of paint, she’d be brand-new.’ 

‘People pay one hell of a price to get their hands on one of . 
these.’ 

‘One in this condition, yes sir.’ 

‘And the gunship boys said they took it out.’ 

‘Sure did.’ 

‘Which means, officially, she don’t exist. And you and I 
are the only ones who know she does.’ 

“What about whoever put it here?’ 

‘They ain’t here now and they ain’t reported it.’ 

‘You thinking what I’m thinking you’re thinking? 

“You ever drive one of these things?’ 

“Was a trucker one time.’ 

“We shift her somewhere quiet, like F Shed, we can truck 
her out later. And we ain’t stealing nothin’.’ 

‘Ain’t we?’ 

‘Can’t steal what don’t exist.’ 

A few minutes later they had hotwired the ignition. While 
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one guard kept watch from his Skyrider, the other drove the 
Cadillac to F Shed. You had no idea where you were going or 
how long you were lying in the soft-top well. Doors clanged 
open and shut, the Cadillac engine stopped and you heard the 
guard walking away. When all was quiet, you climbed out of 
your hiding-place. The guard had concealed the Cadillac 
under a mass of polyfoam packaging material. At first you 
thought of driving it to another hiding-place, but after you 
had checked that the wire bypassing the ignition was still in 
place you decided it would be better to wait until nightfall. 
You piled the packaging material back on top of the Cadillac 
and set about finding your way out of F Shed. It was a large 
warehouse, used for packing and dispatch. Allthe doors were 
securely locked but there was an office on the first floor. You 
tied a length of plastic cable to the desk, opened the window 
and began lowering yourself down. Within seconds a shrill 
alarm sounded. You dropped to the ground and began to 
run. They caught you before you had gone a hundred metres. 


The Doctor saw a familiar outline silhouetted against the 
glass door. He watched himself enter. It really was most 
disconcerting, he decided, to have Omega walking round in 
his body, using his voice. It was bad enough losing the 
TARDIS, but being ousted from his own body, even if it was 
his sixth or seventh incarnation—he could never quite 
remember which—was absolutely insupportable. And, so 
far, his efforts to project himself had met with little success. 
What was needed was some form of concentrating one’s 
concentration. He resolved to pick Omega’s brains. A little 
flattery might well be in order. 

‘Can you hear me, Omega?’ 

‘Faintly. Since I am using your brain to support my 
consciousness there is a tenuous link between us. Which I 
can, of course, suppress at will.’ 

‘Of course. Nothing is mightier than the will of Omega.’ 

‘You are learning, Doctor.’ 

‘I must say, my appearance rather suits you.’ 

‘It is useful, that is all.’ 
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‘Not at all. You add a certain dignity to the ensemble. I was 
wondering if you would tell me how it was done.’ 

‘It is a product of years of pain and isolation beyond 
endurance. As you will discover, Doctor.’ 

‘No doubt.’ 

‘There is a point where the worlds of matter and anti-matter 
collide. It occurs in conjunction with what you call black holes. 
Because of the collision between the two worlds, normal 
physical laws are suspended. Anything is possible. Since this is 
a highly singular state of affairs, the point is called Singularity. 

‘Over the millennia I studied the phenomenon of Singularity 
until I discovered at last how to use it not as a point of collision 
but as a gate. I learned to control it. I used it to escape, Doctor. 
Instead of the world of anti-matter containing me, I contain it.’ 

‘So you said before.’ 

‘It includes Singularity.’ 

‘Ah. I see.’ 

‘When you tried to escape with the aid of your friends I 
employed Singularity to defeat you.’ 

‘I wondered why it hadn’t worked.’ 

‘As you dematerialised I suspended normal physical laws and — 
became you, invaded you, whatever.’ 

“Why, Omega? Why become me?’ 

“Because, Doctor, you look almost human.’ 

Omega smiled grimly. From one of the Doctor’s capacious 
pockets, he took a large plastic bag. It was full of soft white ash. 

He moved to the lab sink and tipped the ash into the central 
hole and washed it away. 

‘This is the day of the fusion reactor test, Doctor. That was 
the old Chief Executive. Now, if you will excuse me, the new 
Chief Executive is about to arrive.’ 

“You, you mean?’ 

‘Exactly.’ 

‘They will think you are me.’ 

‘You are held in the highest respect here. Your knowledge of 
fusion is unrivalled. Who better to run the test? Goodbye, 
Doctor, I have work to do.’ 

‘The destruction of the Earth?’ 
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‘The achievement of an ambition. The conquest of 
Gallifrey. What is Earth compared with that?’ 

Omega left. The Doctor reviewed what he had gained. It 
was not much. Omega’s power obviously rested on his 
control of Singularity, and his ability to suspend natural law 
at will. That being so, why didn’t Omega use Singularity to 
effect the conquest of Gallifrey? Why bother to turn Earth 
into a boiling ‘mini-sun’? There could only be one answer. 
Even Omega’s vaunted willpower was not enough. If 
Singularity suspended natural law, then it would also 
suspend Omega’s willpower. No matter what lies he told and 
boasts he made, Omega did not control Singularity to any 
great degree. It was a dangerous two-edged sword. If Omega 
abandoned his willpower to use Singularity he had to be 
quick about it or he risked his own destruction. 


You had been kicked and beaten by the guards who caught 
you. Now you sat in a jet-black Skyvan, your body aching, 
your wrists handcuffed to a metal rail above your head. As 
the Skyvan climbed and banked to set course for the 
detention barracks you got your first full view of the Fusion 
Energy Research Network. It was hexagonal in shape, 
several miles across and double-fenced all round. 
Watchtowers stood at each corner of the inner and outer 
fences, and gunships were parked by each of the main gates. 
Six radial roads met at the centre of the hexagon, sectioning 
the base into equilateral triangles. At the centre, was a huge 
circular building some twenty stories high. From it rose the 
glittering supply shaft that connected FERN to the Spacelab 
ten miles above. On the roof of the circular building was a 
huge sign in reflective orange paint: ‘NO OVERFLYING.’ 
To reinforce this message, the roof was ringed with 
surface-to-air missile-launchers. 

Suddenly the Skyvan climbed and hung vertical. With a 
terrifying thrashing roar, a long scarlet gunship shot beneath 
you, its tailplane inches from your window. Your pilot swung 
his craft to the right, flattened out and hovered. You could 
hear the stream of abuse issuing from the radio, and your 
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pilot’s stammered apologies. Apparently you had nearly 
mid-aired the Chief Executive. The scarlet gunship landed _ 
on the circular roof. A squad of black-clad guards formed 
up and saluted. Out of the gunship stepped a tall, 
pleasant-looking man in civilian clothes. The look he 
directed at your Skyvan, however, was far from pleasant. 
You saw him speak briefly to a black-clad guard. The guard 
saluted and spoke into his transceiver. When you landed, the 
white-faced pilot was marched to a concrete wall in front of 
the detention barracks. There was a flat crackle of automatic 
fire and the pilot fell to the ground. 

You were hustled past the body into a long, low building 
with bars on all the windows and doors. Inside, you were 
interrogated, sent to decontamination for delousing, 
examined, issued with a baggy black and grey striped 
uniform and led to a long row of small, closed cells. A warder 
shoved you inside and slammed the door. You.heard him 
double-lock the door. You were left alone with your 
thoughts. You lay on the thin mattress on the floor and 
looked at the bucket in the other corner of the cell. There was 
no other furniture. You wondered when, if ever, there would 
be any food. 


Go to 22. 
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An hour later, you were dragged out of your cell, given a 
tepid brown vitamin drink and hustled out into the exercise 
yard. A hundred or so prisoners walked in silence round the 
perimeter watched by four guards with automatic weapons. © 
You were thrust into line and told to walk. In the middle of 
the yard was a steel box with two more guards standing over 
it. You walked round, looking at the other prisoners. Despite 
their shaven heads and baggy prison uniforms they looked 
intelligent—but somehow defeated. When you passed the 
front of the steel box you saw a brief red glint. It was K-9, and 
the red glint was a flash of recognition from his visual 
orientation circuits. Each guard had an automatic weapon 
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shoved against K-9’s sensors. One guard brought the steel 
barrel down hard on K-9’s head. Slowly, the head dropped 
until it was gazing at the floor. If K-9 was here, where was 
Drax? You scanned the row of prisoners but, before you 
could find him, the guard who had hit K-9 banged the butt of 
his weapon on top of the steel cage. All the prisoners stopped. 

‘Attention!’ shouted the guard. The prisoners drew 
themselves up straight. Then you saw Drax, right at the far 
end of the line. He, alone of all the prisoners, looked 
perfectly at home. At the same moment he saw you. One eye 
closed briefly. Then the main gate opened and the tail, 
pleasant-looking man walked in, flanked by two bulky 
black-clad guards. Immediately, Drax’s face broke into a 
broad grin. Ignoring the levelled weapons of the guards Drax 
strolled up to the man. 

‘Stroll on,’ he said. ‘Am I glad to see you. You al t 
believe the bother we’ve had—’ 

“We? said the Chief Executive sharply. 

“Yeah, me and K-9 over there, and—’ Drax stopped, and 
looked at the guards on each side of the Chief Executive. 
‘Here, they haven’t got you as well, have they?’ One of the 
guards moved forward and prodded Drax back with the 
muzzle of his automatic weapon. 

‘Hey, you know who you’re talkin’ to?’ 

‘I should do,’ said Drax, ‘Known him for years.’ 

‘This is the Chief Executive, buddy, back off.’ 

‘All right, all right,’ said Drax, moving away. 

‘You say you were looking for me?’ said the Chief 
Executive. 

‘I got this message. Find the Doctor—’ 

‘Bring him,’ said the Chief Executive. ‘And that creature 
he mentioned. And anybody else with him.’ 

‘These are the only two, sir.’ 

‘Good.’ The Chief Executive smiled. ‘Then we shall have 
no further trouble.’ 

You stood in line as the Chief Executive walked past. So 
this was the Doctor. He looked pleasant enough, but there 
was something cold and forbidding about the way he was 
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treating Drax. Still, perhaps he had his reasons, perhaps he 
did not want to give too much away in front of the guards. 
Then something peculiar happened. The Doctor walked 
over to the steel cage where K-9 was imprisoned. As he 
looked in, you heard K-9 make a noise that could only be 
described as the electronic equivalent of a growl. Why had 
K-9 not recognised his Master? 

The Doctor walked on past the line of prisoners, looking at 
each one carefully. Although he merely glanced at you and 
passed on, you sensed a coldness. As Drax was dragged past 
he gave a small frown and a shake of the head. It was a 
warning to keep quiet, to lie low. You watched as the guards 
took K-9 out of the steel cage. At all times one of the guards 
held a weapon to K-9’s head. As he passed you he stopped. 

‘Energy reserve exhausted,’ he announced, ‘Recharge 
essential.’ 

‘No goddam fear,’ muttered the guard. “You done enough 
damage. Soon as we get you to the Centre we’re gonna take 
you apart—and keep you apart.’ 

‘Recharge essential,’ repeated K-9. 

The guard looked up and down the line, and decided that 
you would be the least trouble. “You,” he said. ‘Push this onto 
that Skyvan, and don’t try anything.’ 

As you pushed K-9 across the yard you bent down close to 
his head. ‘What’s happening, K-9?’ 

‘Caution advised.’ K-9’s voice was barely audible. 
‘Analysis indicates electroencephalic anomaly.’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘The Doctor is being used to support a consciousness alien 
to him. Therefore the Doctor is not the Doctor. Since this is 
logically impossible, caution is advised.’ 

‘What should I do, K-9?’ 

‘Find the Doctor.’ 

The Skyvan was surrounded by guards. You had no 
further chance to speak to K-9 or Drax, who was handcuffed, 
as you had been, to an overhead metal rail. 

‘Where we going, sport?’ said Drax to the pilot. 

The pilot grinned at the guards. ‘Chief said you could 
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watch the fusion reaction. You’re gonna get yourselves a 
close-up view. Ain’t that right, you guys?’ 

Drax was looking straight at you, ignoring the guards’ 
jibes. You knew he was trying to tell you something. He was 
rubbing his handcuffed wrists with his hands, looking up at 
them, and then back at you. In the air-blast as the Skyvan 
took off something flashed through the air and landed near 
your feet. You put your foot on whatever it was that Drax had 
tossed from the Skyvan and bent down. Your hand closed 
round something lumpy and metallic. Quickly, without 
looking at it, you slipped it in your pocket. i 

‘Well, kid,” said a guard, watching the Skyvan dwindle 
into the distance, ‘you won’t see them again.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Place they’re going is hotter’n hell.’ 

Alone in your cell you took out what Drax had thrown you. 
It was what he called his ‘ticker’, a strip of bluish metal with a 
black rectangle, glowing with pinpricks of light. Slipped 
onto the metal strip was the gold Indian’s-head ring. You put 
the metal strip on your wrist. Nothing happened until you 
slid the ring onto your finger. The black rectangle beeped 
like a wrist alarm. You held it close to your ear. ‘Hallo kid,’ 
said Drax’s tinny voice, ‘listen. This is a multi-function 
recorder. I’ve programmed it with my vital patterns so that 
you can use my TARDIS. Don’t lose the ring because it 
won’t work without it. If you get nicked—sorry, caught— 
chuck the ring away. Looks like me and K-9 are out of the 
game for the moment, but don’t you worry about us kid, you 
get on and find the Doctor. If his TARDIS is in the Spacelab, 
he can’t be far away. I’ve set the co-ordinates to take you 
there. But remember, the geezer I thought was the Doctor, 
ain’t. So take care, kid, and we’ll see you when we see you.’ 


The Doctor had succeeded in manifesting himself as a 
disembodied head. Although he had managed to fix the 
image with a friendly smile, it was hardly a reassuring sight. 
He practised moving it about the laboratory. On the whole, it 
looked better at head-level: it was where one expected to see a 
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ghost and, besides, the sight of his own head rolling about the 
floor made him feel distinctly queasy. The next step was to 
try and produce some sort of voice. Unfortunately, as soon as 
he concentrated on the mouth, the rest of the head faded- 
away. Perhaps there was another way. What had Omega 
meant, for example, when he said “You are me’? Were he and 
Omega opposite sides of the same coin? Was Omega the dark 
side of the Doctor? If the Doctor destroyed Omega would he 
also destroy himself? In the end, the Doctor decided that it 
was a question that could not be answered until he once more 
confronted Omega. And to do that he, or his image, had to 
escape. He summoned up the image again. It hung there, 
smiling at him, like the Cheshire Cat—and then the image 
suddenly said ‘Hello’ and promptly disappeared. 


Drax and K-9 were led down through Fusion Centre to 
Fusion Control. Drax looked at the control panel and the 
revolving chair in front of it. This time, there was no hole in 
the floor, and no food cans burning oily rags, but Drax knew 
he had seen the place before. While the guard was on the 
intercom, he said as much to K-9. 

‘Negative,’ said K-9. 

‘Yes we have,’ said Drax. ‘With the People of the Dust. I 
know I’ve been here before.’ 

‘Negative,’ repeated K-9. ‘We have been here after. The 
time we are in now is before. The time we were in then lies two 
centuries into the future. As with all future time, it is 
potential, not actual. There is no guarantee that the events we 
have witnessed will take place, otherwise we would ourselves 
create a temporal anomaly—’ 

‘All right,’ said Drax. ‘leave it out. You know me and 
temporal theory. All I know is, if we can knock this 
countdown on the head we can stop that | alas: future 
from coming to pass, right?’ 

‘Affirmative.’ 

The guard was joined by three others. They marched Drax 
and K-9 into the Operations Room. Dozens of technicians sat 
in front of holographic visual display units in a great arc 
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facing flat triple screens. Black-clad guards were posted at 
every exit. As Drax and K-9 were hurried down the central 
aisle towards the triple screens the hum of voices lapsed for a 
second or two in sympathetic silence. The three screens 
showed‘ TIME ELAPSED, FUSION ZERO and 
COUNTDOWN. 

‘You get that, K-9?’ muttered Drax as the guards hustled 
them through a door behind the screens. 

‘Affirmative. Ten point four minutes remaining.’ 

A high-speed elevator shot them down through the rock. 
They emerged into a huge red sandstone cavern. In the 
centre lay the doughnut-shaped vacuum chamber in which 
fusion would take place. In size it was similar to the torus that 
spun round Spacelab, but thicker in section. 

The chamber was segmented, like a coiled giant worm, 
and coated in a silvery ceramic material which reflected and 
distorted the grids of powerful fluorescent lights that hung 
above it. A circular hatch swung open and hissed shut behind 
them. The interior was ribbed, gleaming and metallic, and 

the great central trunk merged into the ceiling and the floor 

in a continuous flattened elipse. The metal ribbing, Drax 
rioticed was in the form of an endless coil, polished to a 
mirror surface. 

‘Stainless steel, innit, K-9?’ 

‘Affirmative.’ 

‘Bit oldy-worldy for a fusion job.’ 

‘Negative,’ said K-9. ‘Analysis indicates magnetic 
function.’ 

‘Exactly,’ said a voice. Drax swung round to see the tall 
figure of the Chief Executive. He dismissed the guards. As 
they withdrew out of earshot, Drax bent over and pretended 
to dust K-9 with his sleeve. 

‘Give him a blast. See what he’s made of.’ 

‘Impossible,’ replied K-9. 

‘Why? Go on, finish him off why don’t you?’ 

The Chief Executive chuckled. ‘I can tell you why,’ said 
Omega in the Doctor’s voice. “The robot has been 
programmed not to hurt its Master.’ 
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‘But you’re not the Doctor,’ said Drax. 

‘Nevertheless I am using his physical appearance and 
that is enough.’ 

‘Is that right, K-9?’ asked Drax. 

‘Affirmative.’ 

“We’ve had it, then.’ 

‘Quite. Nothing can resist the will of Omega.’ 

‘I might have known,’ said Drax. 

‘If anything,’ said Omega, ‘you are even more obtuse 
than the Doctor. Let me explain what will happen in the 
next few minutes so that you will understand. The air in 
here will be sucked out and replaced by a tritium- 
deuterium mixture. Fusion will take place when the 
temperature reaches one hundred million degrees Celsius. 
By then you will have ceased to take much interest in what 
happens next, even though you will be its major cause.’ 

‘How come?’ said Drax. 

Omega leaned forward and smiled. ‘You will be the 
impurities in the reaction which will allow the temperature 
to rise until this entire structure becomes critical. At that 
point it will sear through the Earth’s crust. Like a forest 
fire its appetite will become more voracious with what it 
consumes, until finally the core of the Earth will become 
many times hotter than the centre of the sun. Even so, it 
will be as nothing compared with the furnace of my 
revenge, and if Earth must be destroyed for Gallifrey to be 
enslaved, so be it!’ 

‘You’re mad, bonkers, totally off your chump,’ said 
Drax. ‘Tve met a lot of bombheads round and about but 
you got to be the number one loony of all time.’ 

‘We shall see,’ said Omega, ‘for when you are less than 
dust, I, Omega, shall have triumphed!’ 

. The circular hatch hissed shut, leaving Drax and K-9 alone 
in the ribbed and gleaming interior. 

‘Don’t half rabbit on, don’t he?’ said Drax. ‘Right, give 
that hatch a quick blast and let’s get out.’ 

‘Negative,’ said K-9. ‘To damage the fabric is to accelerate 
fusion criticality.’ 
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‘I see. How much longer we got then?’ 
‘Four minutes,’ said K-9. 
‘Tve heard that before,’ said Drax thoughtfully. 


During a period of what the guards called ‘free association’ 
you had spoken to several of the other prisoners. They had all 
been arrested, ‘placed in protective custody’, for having 
claimed to have seen ‘The Spook’, a so-called ghost or evil 
spirit that haunted Spacelab. Since such stories were bad for 
morale on the eve of a major test they had been locked up. 
One or two of them had actually been unhinged by their 
experiences. Others had turned to religion, but one, a robust, 
flame-haired, freckle-faced geophysicist called Arjay, was 
convinced it was a plot by the military to take over FERN. 
‘Look.at these guys. They’re all section heads, supervisors, 
research chiefs. All put away by a bunch of blackshirt 
zombies. Well, not me, kid, I’m going to bust this story wide 
open.’ Arjay, it transpired, had a plan. He took you into the 
laundry room where he worked. He had dyed one of the 
prison uniforms black and stitched on insignia made from 
silver foil. From under a pile of washing he pulled out a 
black-vizored guard’s helmet. ‘If you got to steal to be free,’ 
he said, ‘you got to steal. All I do is say I’m taking you for 
interrogation, we grab a Skyrider and zongo. We’re out.’ 

In the unlit corridors all went well. Then you came to the 
yard, and the main gate where the black-clad guards 
lounged, automatics at the ready. You knew that as soon as 
you stepped out into the desert light the guards would see 
that Arjay’s uniform was a fake. 

‘What are we going to do, Arjay? 

‘Good question, kid.’ 

Footsteps sounded in the corridor behind you. ‘Listen,’ 
said Arjay, ‘when that guard comes round the corner, you 
start to struggle. Make it sound like you’re scared to death of 
interrogation, and make it look real, okay?’ When the guard 
appeared, you began to shout and kick and scream. ‘Gimme a 
hand here!’ panted Arjay. ‘Little brat’s down for 
interrogation — grab his arms!’ The guard pinned your arms 
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hard. Arjay pretended to dust himself down. ‘Gee thanks, 
man.’ 

‘Hey,’ said the guard, ‘who in hell are you—?’ Arjay’s 
meaty fist caught the guard on the jaw. ‘I’ve been wanting to 
do that for some time,’ said Arjay. You helped Arjay drag the 
guard into a store cupboard. Arjay tied the guard up with his 
belt and gagged him with the dyed prison jacket. Arjay took 
the guard’s automatic weapon as well as his uniform. ‘Things — 
could get rough, kid. Sure you want to come along?’ 

‘Yes.’ You hoped it sounded convincing. 

You waited until a Skyrider landed. Arjay moved to the 
door. ‘Message for the Guard Captain,’ said the despatch 
rider. 

‘Through here,’ said Arjay, opening the store cupboard 
door, shoving the man inside, and locking it. 

‘Wait here,’ said Arjay. ‘Pll blast some dust up and you 
come running.’ 

‘Right.’ You watched Arjay amble over to the Skyrider and 
swing his leg over the slim black single-seater. Arjay started 
the Skyrider on full thrust. A cloud of gritty dust began to 
rise. The gate guards turned to look. You waited for the dust 
to spread. 


Roll two dice to see how many seconds you are going to wait. 
Over 6 takes you to 25. 
Five and under means you go to 24. 


23 
You came round in a brightly lit circular room. Lying on 
your back, you could see the silvery shaft that brought light 
and air into the room. A young man and a young woman 
wearing face-masks were leaning over you. Even though you 
could only see their eyes, you knew they were regarding you 
with that same intense serenity of expression. 

What was infinitely more disturbing was that you realised 
you were smiling back at them. ‘Hi,’ said their voices, ‘how 
are we feeling, young shepherd?’ 

‘Fine,’ you heard yourself say, ‘although my neck hurts—’ 
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You stopped, knowing you were still smiling, and had 
spoken without moving your lips. 

“The area will be a little sore for a couple of days,’ said the 
voice of the young man. 

“And then the graft will have taken and you can take your 
rightful place among us,’ said the voice of the young woman. 

‘But what about—?’ You could no longer remember the 
names of your companions. 

“They had to go. You don’t have to worry about them any 
more.’ The man’s voice sounded reassuring. 

‘I don’t have to worry,’ you heard yourself say. 

“Your place is here with us,’ said the woman’s voice, ‘As 
your coming was foretold, so it has come to pass.’ 

When the gill-implant had taken you joined the sons and 
daughters of the Angels in their peaceful, pleasurable 
existence. You lived, so it seemed, in a timeless world of love, 
music, pleasure and worship of ‘the Angels’. These were the 
white-clad beings who had given them life countless 
generations ago, after the Great Flooding. You realized that 
the ‘Angels’ were probably biomedical research teams: the 
work of re-adapting man for life in a marine environment was 
already well established in your own, far-off time. But since 
the young men and women treated you as a semi-divine 
being, ‘the young shepherd’ sent to lead the flock, you had no 
intention of destroying their myths. As time passed, you 
remembered less of your own era, and such fragments as you 
could recall were received as magical utterances. 

Then, after some years, a group of young men and women 
returned in a state of great excitement. They had found a 
stranger, a ‘being from the sky’, on one of their shore trips. 
When ‘the stranger’ was brought in, you saw that it was, 
indeed, an astronaut. When you, as leader of the flock, 
helped him out of his survival suit, you found an extremely 
foul-mouthed, angry and violent middle-aged man inside. 
‘Red’ claimed he had been ‘warpsnatched’ out of orbit on a 
twenty-fourth-century freight run. The sons and daughters 
of the Angels had never seen such anger or violence before, 
took it for a sign of truly god-like behaviour and prostrated 
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themselves before him. When he saw what an innocent, 
pleasure-loving Paradise he had fallen into, ‘Red’ 
immediately set about taking advantage of the god-like status 
he had been granted. He made you his slave, and from then, 
until you died as a result of one of the terrible beatings he 
gave you, he made your life, and that of the sons and 
daughters of the Angels, pure living hell. 


Maybe it was too good to last. Or, perhaps, after ‘Red’ passed 
on, things returned to normal in the City of the Angels. 
To get going again, go back to the end of 15. 
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You made a low crouching run across the yard into the dust 
cloud and threw yourself across the Skyrider tank in front of 
Arjay. “Take this, kid, and keep your head down!’ Arjay 
shoved the guard’s automatic into your hands and took the 
Skyrider off in a steep banking curve to gain height in the 
narrow confines of the yard. He swung the machine round 
and accelerated hard to clear the main gate. One or two of the 
guards had unslung their weapons and were levelling them as 
you sped towards them. ‘Scatter ’em!’ shouted Arjay. Lying 
flat on the tank you sighted between the control levers in 
Arjay’s hands and squeezed the trigger. The power of the 
recoil spread your shots wide, but you saw the guards diving 
for cover. As you shot over the gates you saw one of the 
guards roll over on his back and fire a burst directly at you. 
‘We made it—!’ yelled Arjay. Then you heard him make a 
noise as if he had been punched in the stomach, saw his hands 
fall away from the control levers, and the next second he was 
falling away beneath you, spreadeagled like a skydiver. 

Out of control, the Skyrider’s streamlined black nose 
cowling dropped, and aimed itself at the ground. You slid 
back along the tank and heaved back on both control levers. 
The Skyrider clawed its way up towards the sky in a wide 
flattening curve. Soon you were horizontal, and only the 
centrifugal force of the turn kept you in place. Like a 
motorcycle rider on the Wall of Death, you shot across the 
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FERN buildings in a huge curve. Soon, if you did not 
completely invert the machine, you would be heading back to 
the detention barracks. You eased the control levers forward 
— and found yourself doing a barrel roll and heading straight 
for Fusion Centre. You saw the scarlet gunship lumber into 
the air and swing towards you. Several other black Skyriders 
had taken off from other parts of the complex. All were 
converging on you. You came out of the barrel-roll more or 
less upright, but you knew that unless you got the hang ofthe 
control levers you would be into another uncontrolled roll, 
loop or dive. It was then you realized that the controls moved 
not only forward and back, but from side to side. You put the 
Skyrider into a shallow dive and shot into the cover of the 
buildings. Tracer ripped the air behind you. You 
remembered watching the despatch rider bring his machine 
to the hover and Arjay holding the Skyrider steady as you 
ran. Both men had been doing something with their feet. You 
. were now skimming along a supply road at a height of twenty 
feet doing a hundred and sixty kph. Your feet fumbled 
themselves into a pair of stirrup footrests. A corrugated gray 
wall rushed towards you. Instinctively, you shoved down 
hard with both feet. Reverse thrust stopped you a few feet 
from the wall. A line of bullet-holes tore through the 
corrugated wall, and you heard the roar of the gunship 
overhead. You swung off left, then right. A hail of bullets 
tore up the tarmac in front of you. You banked the Skyrider 
into a weed-grown gap between two warehouses and flew 
down it. At the end was another metal building. A first-floor 
window hung open and a length of plastic cable dangled from 
it. Two jet-black Skyriders hovered over the building waiting 
for you to emerge from the narrow alley. Behind you, the 
scarlet gunship blocked the way you had come. You put your 
head down on the tank and accelerated for the open window. 
Your aim was good, but not perfect. With a sound of 
shattering glass the Skyrider crashed through into F Shed. 
You, and it, ploughed into a pile of packaging material. You © 
left it running, and dived into the heap of polyfoam. 
You were sitting in the Cadillac when the double doors of F 


24 


Shed were hauled open to reveal the scarlet gunship. The 
roar of the ring-cannon in its nose filled F Shed. Slabs of 
polyfoam blew into the air. You saw your hand with its 
Indian’s head-ring, and the bluish strip of metal round your 
wrists, reaching for the dematerialisation lever. The Cadillac 
shuddered as cannon shells tore into it, then blackness 
intervened. 


The Doctor concentrated on making the grinning image of 
his head open its mouth. It was like teaching a parrot to talk: 
just when you had given up hope, out would come a word. So 
far he had taught it ‘Hello’, ‘Wait’, ‘Don’t run’ and ‘Listen’. 
Longer statements seemed to be beyond their joint 
capability. Now he concentrated on telekinesis. The Doctor 
knew that a holographic monitor lay just outside his field of 
vision. He had seen it when he visited Rolf Aarup, and he 
could hear the commentary issuing from it. He projected the 
image of the monitor into the head of his own image. ‘Fetch,’ 
he said. The head floated off out of vision. 


It was at this point that the Cadillac materialised in the 
transparent curving corridor of the Spacelab torus. Ten 
metres away stood the Doctor’s TARDIS. The inevitable 
pair of bulky black-clad guards stood in front of it, gazing ata 
holographic monitor. It showed the COUNTDOWN screen: 
00 hrs 00 mins 09 secs. 

You had your automatic levelled at them before they could 
react. You ordered them to lie face-down on the transparent 
floor. You used their handcuffs to secure the wrist of one to 
the ankle of the other and vice versa. ‘Zero,’ said the voice on 
the commentary. You glanced up at the monitor. Now it 
showed the Chief Executive, his finger pressed down ona key 
pad. ‘Stage one of the fusion process, the exhaustion of the 
vacuum chamber, is now under way. The Chief Executive 
himself has initiated the most powerful energy programme 
ever conceived. Two years’ work by thousands of the world’s 
top scientists, technicians and engineers is now reaching 
fruition.’ 
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Inside the vacuum chamber Drax could feel the air 
growing thinner and colder. Thanks to his two hearts, Drax 
knew he could store enough oxygen in his body to remain 
active for twenty minutes. But, as he knew only too well, the 
temperature would have climbed towards a million degrees 
Celsius and both he and K-9 would have been vaporized. 

‘Total vacuum technically impossible,’ observed K-9. 

‘Very comforting,’ wheezed Drax. ‘Look, just give that 
hatch a blast—’ 

‘Negative.’ 

‘You know it’s Omega’s mind—’ 

‘The Laws of Robotics state—’ 

“We got to do something, K-9. It’s not only us. There must 
be some way of stopping a fusion reaction.’ 

‘Affirmative.’ 

‘What? Come on, what we got to do?’ 

‘Searching,’ replied K-9. ‘Memory banks activated.’ 


You raced round the spinning torus. There was no sign of 
the Doctor anywhere. Then you remembered K-9 saying 
something about the anti-matter lab. Some extra-sensory 
image or other. Since you had to start somewhere, you 
headed for the nearest airlock door and followed the trail of 
colour-coded signs that led, eventually, to the anti-matter 
lab. The rest of Spacelab was deserted. Everyone, you 
assumed, was down at Fusion Centre. The labs were as shiny 
and immaculate as operating theatres. Only one section was 
guarded. A gray door marked FBX MILITARY 
PERSONNEL ONLY led to a small room where two 
black-clad guards lounged in front of a monitor. You crept 
past the open door. ‘Stage one is now complete,’ the 
commentator was saying, ‘and although optimum vacuum 
conditions have not been obtained, the Chief Executive has 
decided to continue countdown to Fusion Zero.’ 

‘ You raced on. The access corridor became smaller, 
narrower, dingier. Filing cabinets blocked your way. ‘No 
Access. Police Investigation’ read a sign on one of the 
cabinets. You squeezed through the gap, automatic at the 
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ready, determined to shoot at the first sign of opposition. 
You reached the anti-matter lab, saw the holovision glow 
‚through the frosted glass. Someone’s head was moving 
inside. You held the automatic in both hands and kicked the 
door open. ‘Freeze!’ 
But, as the Doctor’s detached head wobbled towards you, 
grinning, you were the one who froze. 


‘Analysis indicates the presence of deuterium, tritium and 
lithium. Gas density less than one hundred-thousandth that 
of air. Temperature sixty degrees Celsius and rising.’ 

‘You don’t have to tell me,’ croaked Drax. He knew from 
his stay on the moon that his survival suit would disintegrate 
around a thousand Celsius. And that, he reflected grimly, 
would be that. 

‘K-9. This gas don’t heat up on its own, does it?’ 

‘Negative,’ said K-9. 

‘So where’s the heat source?’ 

K-9’s sensors twitched and his head elevated. 

‘Laser excitation detected.’ 

Drax looked up. Here and there stretches of a hot pink line 
were beginning to become visible. At first it was no thicker 
than a needle, then it began to strengthen and deepen in hue 
to a deep ruby colour. Suddenly, it sprang to full power: a 
magenta ring encircling the torus above their heads, midway 
between the central trunk and the outer wall. Drax felt his 
suit becoming hotter. ‘Come on, K-9, I didn’t come this far 
to end up as boil-in-a-bag.’ He watched K-9 trundle over the 
steel floor of the vacuum chamber. 

‘Searching,’ he said. ‘Located.’ Drax saw he was pointing 
at one of the small cavities recessed into the ceiling at regular 
intervals. To Drax it looked like a hole where someone had 
forgotten to fit a light-bulb. 

“What is it?’ 

‘One of thirty-two lens-mirror combinations which power 
and stabilise the laser beam.’ 

Drax could feel the sweat trickling down inside the suit. 
‘Look,’ he said, ‘just give it a poke in the eye. Not too much, 
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we don’t want to smash it altogether. We only want to put it 
slightly out of kilter, alter its focus, muss it up a bit, know 
what I mean?’ 

‘Optical realignment proceeding.’ A series of soft blue 
pulses emanated from K-9’s photon blaster, each one 
stabbing into the cavity at a slightly different angle from the 
last. At first nothing happened. Then the effect rapier-like 
flashes of coloured light lashed between K-9 and the ceiling. 
Then it was all over. 

‘One down,’ said Drax, ‘thirty-one to go.’ As K-9 trundled 
to the next ceiling cavity the magenta ring began to oscillate 
and wobble slightly, like a child’s hoop settling on the 
ground. 


~ The Chief Executive glared over the technician’s shoulder 
at the oscillation pattern twining across the monitor. ‘Now 
what?’ 

Td say one of the feeders has gone down, sir. We’re 
getting a drop of three point one two five per cent—’ 

‘Did I ask for an explanation?’ 

‘No sir.’ For an instant the technician saw the darkness in 
Omega’s gaze. Then the tall figure was moving quickly away. 

‘Put it right. And keep it right!’ 

Yes:sir;? 

The Chief Executive strode over to the electro-magnetic 
control desk. ‘Switch on the coils.’ 

‘But we’re nowhere near temperature yet sir,’ said the 
Supervisor. ‘It’s not necessary—’ 

‘I say what’s necessary! I want those coils on, now!’ 


Drax watched K-9 bombarding the second cavity. If he 
could put enough of them out of action the gas would not heat 
up sufficiently for the fusion reaction to take place. It might 
not save him or K-9, but it could slow things. And perhaps by 
then the Doctor would be— 

Drax never got to finish the thought, for at that instant the 
whole chamber seemed to jolt. For a second or two a deep 
humming noise came from the ribbed metal surfaces as the 
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magnetic coils were energised. Drax felt a strong pull run 
through his body and his head filled with white noise. As 
he struggled towards K-9 he felt as though he were wading 
through a sea of glue. K-9 stood with his head pointing at 
the floor. When he spoke, the words came very slowly. 
‘All. Functions. Immobilised. Electro. Magnetic. 
Interference.’ Drax collapsed beside him, feeling 
immensely fatigued. His arm lay heavily across K-9’s neck. 
‘I know how you feel, old son,’ he murmured. ‘Well, I 
suppose this is it.’ 

‘Affir—’ said K-9. Neither of them spoke again. Drax 
let his head sink down onto the ribbed metal floor. The . 
heat intensified, and small silver bubbles began to appear 
on the surface of Drax’s survival suit. 


The Doctor’s disembodied head swung uncertainly in 
your direction. You backed away, the palms of your hands 
sweating against the metal of the automatic. ‘Hello,’ it 
said. ‘Don’t run. Wait. Listen.’ You waited, but the head 
said nothing further. You became aware of the holovision 
commentary. 

‘Despite the difficulties experienced by the Chief 
Executive with vacuum and heat generation stages, these 
now appear to have been overcome. The countdown to fusion 
zero goes on. Soon the gas will become a collection of 
particles, held in place, so we are told, by magnetic fields, 
which prevent the heat from reaching the walls of the vacuum 
chamber. No wonder,’ said the commentator, ‘the guys here 
call it hell’s kitchen. Believe me, folks, if that pressure cooker 
should blow, there will be one heck of a mess.’ 

You gazed at the image of the vacuum chamber gleaming 
under the grids of fluorescent lights. The head swam 
between you and the image. ‘Hello. Listen.’ 

‘Who are you?’ you said. ‘Are you the Doctor?’ 

‘Wait. Don’t run.’ 

‘Where is he?’ You watched the head sway over to a black 
glass panel set in the wall. It turned as if looking through the 
dark glass, and then turned back to you. ‘In there?’ you 
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asked. The head moved up and down, nodding. You walked up 
to the wall cabinet. You could see nothing. Etched in the lower 
left-hand corner of the glass were the Scientific Standards Code 
Number and the letters EXP A-M. ‘Is this an anti-matter 
experiment?’ Again the head nodded. ‘And the Doctor’s in 
there?’ Another nod. ‘Can I get him out?’ This time the head 
shook from side to side. 

‘Wait,’ it said. 

‘What can I do?’ you said. The head looked at you, no aces 
smiling. It seemed to be struggling to find the simplest way of 
expressing something extremely complicated. Then it began to 
fade. Before it disappeared in a faint burst of light it came out 
with one word. 

‘Quake.’ The word hung in the air. 

When you got back the Cadillac and the Doctor’s TARDIS, 
the guards had gone. You could see from a series of 
scrape-marks on the transparent material that they had dragged 
themselves off along the floor. Before long, you knew, they 
would be back with other guards. Behind you, the holovision 
commentator droned on relentlessly. ‘Very soon now, we shall 
have the greatest source of energy the world had ever known. 
And as I can now exclusively reveal,’ the commentator’s voice 
grew smug and portentous, ‘one of its uses will be to power the 
greatest force for peace the world has ever seen.’ The 
commentator went on to describe the accuracy, flexibility and 
unlimited destructive capacity of the ‘fusion beam’. It could be 
programmed to locate and wipe out anything, from a single 
individual to an entire city. You realised then that, in a way, 
Arjay had been right. The whole of Spacelab was a cover for the 
military uses of fusion and the development of the fusion beam. 
No wonder there were so many guards. 

You heard footsteps approaching. By now you had decided 
what the Doctor meant by ‘Quake’. Now it was time to act. 


If you think that ‘Quake’ means that the Doctor knows an 
earthquake is imminent, go to 27. 

Ifyou think it means that you should in some way try to engineer 
an earthquake, go to 26. 


25 -26 
Ifyou think that the Doctor is giving you a codeword that will 
lead to the defeat of Omega if you solve it, go to 28. 
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You ran into the choking cloud of dust. The powerful blast of 
grit stung your eyes and skin. Arjay and the Skyrider were a 
hovering blur some three feet off the ground. ‘Come on, kid!’ 
Arjay reached out and slung you up behind him. He took off 
in a steep climb away from the gate guards, aiming to clear 
the yard wall. Because of your extra weight you could see that 
the Skyrider was not going to make it. Arjay swung the 
machine round in a screaming curve. You clung on tight, 
feeling the G-force pulling at you. Twenty feet below a group 
of guards levelled their automatics at you. You saw the bright 
orange flames flickering at the ends of the perforated barrels 
but the noise of the Skyrider prevented you hearing anything 
else. ‘Hold on, kid, here we go!’ Arjay put the Skyrider down 
into a dive to scatter the guards. Just as he started to pull out 
to clear the main gate you saw a large patch of what looked 
like damp spreading across Arjay’s back. Then something 
was hammering at you and shaking you like a rag doll, and 
the Skyrider was hurtling into the guards at the main gate. 
‘We’ll get a few, kid!’ They were the last words you heard. 


You waited a few seconds too long and gave the guards a 
chance to get ready. As a result, neither you nor anyone else 
could find the Doctor, and Omega obtained the victory and 
revenge he sought. Earth and all its peoples perished, and 
Gallifrey was enslaved. 

To prevent this sequence of events, go back to the end of 22 and 
throw the dice again until you get the right score to rejoin the 
story at 24. 


26 ; 
You leaped out of the Cadillac and through the airlock door 
before the guards rounded the bend. When you reached the 
gray door marked FBX MILITARY PERSONNEL ONLY 
you saw the guards were no longer lounging around watching 
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holovision. One patrolled the corridor and the other was 
radioing a description of an armed and dangerous escaped 
prisoner who was roaming round Spacelab. The description 
was yours. You waited until the guard about-turned, and 
slipped behind him. 

Light from the holovision lit the small anti-matter lab. The 
commentator’s voice seemed to have lost its -earlier 
reassurance. ‘Snags continue to hit the fusion test program. 
The Chief Executive, however, is refusing calls to abort and 
is going for countdown rather than shutdown. The heat 
sequence, already postponed twice, has been given the 
go-ahead by the Chief Executive who has now taken over sole 
charge and responsibility for the test—’ 

‘Doctor!’ You switched off the monitor and waited for the 
disembodied head to appear. “Doctor, I need your help to get 
into FBX. They’ve put a full alert out on me and my only 
chance is to spring some kind of surprise. D’you 
understand?’ The head nodded. 

After your one-sided discussion with the Doctor via his 
image you went out into the corridor once more. You crept 
up to the gray FBX door and kicked it open. ‘Now!’ you 
shouted. Both guards turned on you. For a moment you 
thought the plan had misfired. Then, as the guards 
unshouldered their automatics, the Doctor’s head appeared 
and swam into the small room. Both guards dropped their 
weapons. ‘Freeze!’ You snarled. Both guards were paralysed 
by the apparition. “Now hit the deck!’ They seemed only too 
willing to oblige. As the Doctor’s head hovered over them 
you used their own handcuffs to secure them to the 
steel-barred security door that led into the FBX lab. You 
gagged them with adhesive tape from the guardroom first-aid 
locker, took the keys and let yourself into the lab. The 
technician at the fusion beam console stared aghast at the 
Doctor’s head floating towards him. Before he could react 
you shoved him into a supply cupboard and locked it. Next, 
you locked the lab door from the inside. The FBX lab was 
yours. You looked at the bewildering array of controls and 
data-banks. ‘Doctor, can you see what’s going on here?’ The 
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Doctor’s head nodded. ‘Can you show me how it works?’ This 
time, the Doctor’s head moved from side to side. 

You dragged the technician out, and shoved him towards the 
console. ‘One false move,’ you said, ‘and my friend here will 
reduce you to a pile of ash.’ 

‘Okay, okay. Anything you say. Just keep that thing away 
from me. What do you want me to do?’ 

‘Switch on the fusion beam.’ 

‘I can’t.’ 

“Why not?’ 

‘It'll drain the whole FERN power supply. Until we get the 
fusion reactor on-line we can’t use it without power drain. If we 
drain off the power the fusion reactor will go to shutdown.’ 

You glanced at the Doctor’s head. It nodded up and down, 
smiling broadly. ‘Good,’ you said. ‘Switch on.’ 

‘But what about the fusion test? The Chief Exec will go 
crazy.’ 

‘He already is,’ you said. ‘Switch on.’ 

Outside, it was dusk, and you could see the lights of the 
hexagonal FERN complex glittering ten miles below. ‘Ready,’ 
said the technician. 

‘Right,’ you said. ‘Now.’ As the technician touched the key 
pad, the lights of FERN dimmed and went out. The complex 
was as dark as the desert around it. 

‘The fusion beam is now energised.’ The technician glanced 
up at you. ‘You have one shot. Do you have a target?’ 

‘Yes,’ you said. 


This is.the most vital decision of all. 

If you decide to go for Omega, go to 29. 

If you decide to split the torus, go to 30. 

If you decide to go for Fusion Centre, go to 31. 

If you decide to stick to the Doctor’s ‘Quake’ idea, go to 32. 
Whatever your choice, good luck! 


27 
At last everything became clear to you. Because the Doctor was 
a Time Lord, he knew the future like the back of his hand. He 


28 


knew, therefore, that an earthquake would destroy Omega. 
Whether Omega would cause the earthquake or not did not 
matter. The Doctor must know that everything would be all 
right, or he would not have allowed himself to be trapped in 
anti-matter. And in that case, you reasoned, Drax and K-9 
would also be saved. Only Omega would be destroyed. All 
you had to do, therefore, was to look after yourself. That 
meant escaping from the guards. 

Four of them rounded the corner at a run, firing from the 
hip. You operated the HADS mechanism. The Cadillac 
instantly displaced itself and reappeared behind the guards. 
As they turned and saw you, you displaced again. You were 
now in front of them. It was, you decided, like playing leap- 
frog. The bemused guards raised their automatics once 
more. You knew you could outwit them and, for once, you 
found yourself smiling. What you did not know was that 
operating HADS three times in quick succession without 
resetting indicated that you were in serious danger. This, in 
turn, caused Drax’s TARDIS to take over. When you 
displaced for the third’time it was the equivalent of hitting 
the panic button. You and the Cadillac dematerialised. 

You materialised in the Gallifreyan Technicentre where 
Drax’s TARDIS had originally been built. As you tried to 
explain how you, an Earth human, had appeared on 
Gallifrey, Omega succeeded in his plan and enclosed the 
entire planet in toroidal stasis. The Time Lords became 
enslaved. Since they saw you as Omega’s chief accomplice 
you were found guilty of destroying the Doctor, Drax and 
K-9. The Time Lords did not take kindly to being betrayed, 
and nothing you could say would convince them otherwise. 
Your destiny was long, lingering, and ultimately fatal. 


To try again, go back to the end of 24. 


28 
You knew ‘Quake’ was a computer command. When you set 
a program to ‘quake’ it literally shook itself into its original 
bits and rearranged them in another, equally logical, 
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sequence. It was a technique in maze analysis which allowed 
you to find your way out of a blind alley. With K-9 and Drax 
out of action and the Doctor trapped you were most certainly 
up a blind alley. 

You accelerated the Cadillac away from the guards, and 
when you had put enough distance between you and them you 
slowed down and fed the ‘Quake’ command into the TARDIS 
computer. 

It was like running a holo-video backwards on Fast Rewind. 
You saw yourself flickering backwards through all your 
adventures. All you had to do was to stop the rush of events at 
the right point and make the decision that would set you on the 
right path to defeat Omega. You knew instantly where that 
point had to be, and stopped the process. 

It was a warm evening and swallows and swifts looped and - 
laced through the air after insects. Stonehenge lay on one side of 
the cart track, and the vast juganetic complex on the other. As 
K-9 made his data-com probe connection to the TARDIS 
guidance system you saw a small moth alight on the disc-tipped 
probe. You reached forward and flicked the moth away just as 
K-9 connected. ‘Well done,’ said Drax, ‘that could have caused 
us all sorts of trouble.’ 

You materialised, as predicted, at the Amargosa juganetic 
complex north of FERN. K-9 located the Doctor correctly: he 
was trapped in stasis on Spacelab. Drax decided to go straight in 
and take Omega by surprise. When you materialised, however, 
he was waiting for you. 

As Omega blasted you into non-existence, you realised the 
mistake you had made. Although all futures are potential, only 
one, out of the millions that can happen, will actually take 
place. If more than one future could happen, there would be 
even more chaos than there is now. But since Omega had 
triumphed, and “Earth had been annihilated and Gallifrey 
enslaved, the thought was of little comfort. You never saw the 
Doctor, K-9 or Drax again, and remained alone for all eternity. 


Now you know a little more about the nature of the problems you 
have to face you can, if you like, start again at the end of 24. No 
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matter what the danger, it will be more interesting than 
hanging around in anti-matter. 


29 
‘Take out the Chief Executive,’ you told the technician. 

‘What?’ 

‘It’s all right,’ you said. ‘It’s not the real Chief 
Executive. It’s a fake.’ 

‘Tm not taking any responsibility for this—’ 

You jammed the automatic in the technician’s back. ‘If 
we don’t get him, he’ll wipe us all out!’ 

The technician fed in a series of identification factors 
and a set of co-ordinates. You knew exactly where Omega 
was: you could see him on the holovision monitor, 
overseeing the countdown. ‘All set,’ said the technician. 
‘But if you think J’m going to do it— 

‘Just show me how to pull the trigger.’ 

‘It’s this micro-switch here.’ 

As you reached forward to press the switch the Doctor’s 
head shook violently from side to side. You could see no 
reason why the Doctor should not want Omega destroyed, 
so you went ahead and pressed the switch. You could see 
what happened on the monitor. Intense white light bathed 
the figure of the Chief Executive. Then a gaunt black 
shape appeared in its place, and seemed to absorb the 
energy of the fusion beam. The shape became more 
defined. It was over seven feet tall, with a hideous brazen 
mask. You heard its great voice scream in rage. ‘No!’ 
roared Omega. 

The figure began to blur and spin into a vortex, a 
twisting funnel of darkness. Within a second it had grown 
to the height of the Spacelab, and was sucking everything 
into it. Within the space of another second it had sucked 
you and the Spacelab into its maw. You did not know it, 
but by hitting Omega with the fusion beam you had forced 
a collision between the realms of matter and anti-matter. 
This had created a black hole into which you, Earth, and 
the entire Solar System were condensed. Omega, however, 
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with his knowledge of the Singularity ‘gate’ was able to 
escape. Your action delayed Omega’s conquest of Gallifrey 
by 4.7 seconds. 


For you, this is journey’s end. 
For another version of events go back to the end of 26 and 
choose another path. 


30 
You decided that hitting the vacuum chamber with the | 
fusion beam would crack it like a bell. Drax and K-9 would 
be able to escape, and together the three of you would figure 
out a way to release the Doctor from the anti-matter trap. 
Without fusion, Omega could not go ahead with his plan. 
Once the Doctor was free, he and Drax could contact 
Gallifrey and find some way of putting Omega away for good. 
In theory you were absolutely right. In practice, however, 
as you found out when you triggered the fusion beam, there 
were snags. The first error was one of scale. Using the fusion 
beam to crack the vacuum chamber was like using a 
steam-hammer to crack a nut. You vaporized the whole 
device, including Drax and K-9. The resulting fireball sank 
down through the Earth’s crust, just as Omega predicted it 
would, and provided him with the energy source he needed. 
Your second error lay in aiming the fusion beam directly 
downwards. It was the equivalent of sawing off the branch 
you were sitting on. The heat of the fireball was over one 
hundred million degrees Celsius. As it vaporized its 
surroundings, so it created a vast hole. Fusion Centre fell into 
this hole, and the supply shaft to the Spacelab was severed. 
You, the Spacelab and the supply-shaft came down like a 
felled tree. The fall, from ten miles up, took several minutes. 
It gave you time to reflect on your mistakes, but by then, of 
course, it was too late. 


A little more thought beforehand would have avoided your 
unfortunate demise. Nevertheless, you were on the right lines. 
Now that you know that cracking the vacuum chamber torus is 


31-32 
the thing to do, go back to the end of 26 and take another decision. 


31 
Despite the warnings of the technician, and the head-shaking of 
the Doctor, you decided to go ahead with your attack on Fusion 
Centre. It was, after all, where the whole process was controlled 
from, and without the control mechanisms not even Omega 
could run the test. It was also far less risky than a direct attack 
on Omega or the vacuum chamber. 

You triggered the fusion beam. Fusion Centre evaporated. 
So did the base of the supply shaft. Spacelab came crashing 
down. You did not survive the impact. Omega, however, did, 
by reverting to his original anti-matter form. The vacuum 
chamber also survived. Back-up systems took over, and the 
fusion reaction continued as if nothing had happened. 

You had succeeded in delaying Omega’s revenge on Gallifrey 
by 1.6 seconds. 


Although your idea was good it was not sufficiently thought 
through. Fail-safe and back-up systems were bound to have been 
installed. 

Bring yourself back to life, learn from your mistakes, and go 
back to the end of 26 for another attempt. 


32 
‘Well,’ said the technician, ‘just tell me what it is and let’s get it 
over with.’ His manner was patient and resigned. You looked at 
him for the first time as a human being. It occurred to you that 
he knew far more about the fusion beam than you did. You 
decided to enlist his help. 

His name, you discovered, was Norman Kovax. You told 
him your story. Every so often he glanced at the Doctor’s head 
hovering nearby: if that could happen, anything could. ‘Okay,’ 
he said when you finished, ‘it sounds as if we got to stop this 
Omega guy.’ 

‘We’ve already stopped the fusion reaction by draining off 
the power.’ 

Norman shook his head. ‘No, kid. I was fooling you. They 
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got back-up systems.’ You looked through the fusion beam 
sight. It was true. Lights twinkled here and there across 
FERN. 
‘Norman,’ you said, ‘how would you beat Omega?’ 

Well,’ he said, ‘we only got one shot. If we take out the 
chamber we’ll total your friends. If we go for Omega or 
Fusion Centre we’ll wipe out ourselves, Spacelab and who 
knows what else. There’s got to be another way.’ The 
Doctor’s head moved closer. 

‘Quake,’ it said. 

‘Hey! Hang on!’ Norman’s face split into a broad grin. 
‘Kid, I think your Doctor friend has cracked it!’ 

‘How?’ 

‘Come on over here and Ill show you.’ As Norman led you 
to a large holographic wall map there was a prolonged burst 
of automatic fire from the guardroom outside. A series of 
small convex domes appeared on the inside of the metal door. 

‘That door isn’t going to last forever,’ you said. ‘If you 
know what to do, get on with it, and I’ll try and stop them 
coming through.’ 

‘Okay, but get ready for a shock.’ 

‘Why?’ 

Norman grinned. ‘Because we’re gonna trigger ourselves 
an earthquake!’ 

While Norman lined up the fusion beam on a target hidden 
deep in the Amargosa mountain range you watched the metal 
door. Soon it was pockmarked with dents from top to 
bottom. In the centre the continuous automatic fire made the 
metal bulge and grow thin. Then the metal ripped and a 
spray of gunfire zipped and whined across the lab. You took 
careful aim and put a burst back through the hole. For a 
while the firing stopped. ‘Hurry up!’ you shouted. ‘I can’t 
hold them off much longer!’ 

‘Firing now!’ yelled Norman. 

Deep inside the Amargosas a geological fault had created a 
huge underground lake. It was this natural reservoir that 
supplied the millions of litres of water piped daily into 
FERN. When the fusion beam hit the lake it vaporized the 
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water in an instant. As the surrounding rock tried to withstand 
the tremendous superheated pressure the initial shock wave 
travelled along the line of least resistance: the pipeline to 
FERN. 

At first, all you heard was a dull rumble like distant thunder. 
You exchanged another burst of fire with the guards outside. 
‘Get ready!’ shouted Norman. The noise changed from a 
rumble to a fast-approaching roar. 

‘Jeez,’ shouted Norman, ‘will you come and look at this!’ 
You could hear the guards outside shouting to each other. The 
Spacelab began to tremble and wobble slightly, like a juggler’s 
plate on a rod coming to the end of its spin. The noise was now 
so intense that you expected whatever was making it to come 
crashing straight through the walls. You crept up to the door 
and put another burst through the torn metal. When you risked 
aquick glance you saw that the guardroom was deserted. Every 
last guard had legged it. 

Spacelab was now swaying like a palm in a high wind. ‘Come 
on, kid!’ shouted Norman, hanging on to the fusion beam sight 
like a man possessed, ‘you’re missing the whole show!’ You 
lurched over to him and peered into the grid-lined screen. 
Norman had turned the light-intensification up full and the 
desert was as bright as day. What you saw took your breath 
away. The sight, gyroscopically stabilised, held the image 
steady. It looked as if a tree of light had spread itself for several 
miles across the desert from the Amargosas to FERN. From the 
broad jagged trunk innumerable fissures branched out across 
the desert. Every single crack belched out steam lit redly by the 
molten rock beneath. As the central crack reached FERN it 
branched out along the main water-supply lines, lighting up the 
complex like a spider’s web caught in the morning sun. Then, 
with a series of muffled thuds that became deafening, 
shattering blasts, several miles of the Amargosa crest blew up 
into the air and a great gout of superheated steam, rock and 
rubble climbed into the stratosphere. It was the familiar 
mushroom shape at first and then it spread and bulged until it 
took up the outline of a giant oak in full leaf, with the riven 
desert for its roots. 


32 


Seconds later the force of the blast hit Spacelab. The 
supply-shaft snapped, and Spacelab was whirled off upwards 
into the night like a giant frisbee. It was the force of that 
enormous thermal, and the aerodynamic lines of Spacelab, 
designed to ride the high winds of the upper atmosphere, 
which led to your survival. 

‘This looks like the last ride!” 

‘Not quite,’ you said. “There’s one still to come!’ 


Drax looked down at his blistered suit and wished the end 
would come. Twice it had been delayed, but now the 
temperature was rising inexorably. He took one last glance at 
K-9. Smoke was beginning to drift out of his blaster, sensors 
and visual orientation-circuits. Drax felt the vacuum 
chamber begin to vibrate. This must be it, he thought, 
Omega is piling on the excess power. What a way to go. 
Microwaved to death. Disgusted as he was with himself for 
getting caught so easily, his last thought made him smile. He 
closed his eyes and waited. Drax felt as if someone had 
clouted him across the head and made his ears ring. ‘Is this 
it?’ he thought. ‘At least we’re going out with a bang.’ He 
wondered what he would see when he opened his eyes. When 
he did, he saw that the vacuum vessel was cracked, like a 
huge bell, from top to bottom. The magenta ring had gone, 
air was coming in and the magnetic pull was no longer there. 
Although Drax did not know it, the shock-wave had 
shattered the wall of the chamber. He rose unsteadily to his 
feet and looked out through the crack. Half the rock vault 
had collapsed on top of the vacuum chamber and the rest 
threatened to fall any second. 

‘K-9? 

‘Speaking.’ 

‘Time to leave our little nest.’ 

‘Affirmative.’ 

Rocks began to fall with increasing frequency as they raced 
across to the elevator. Drax pulled K-9 inside, crossed his 
fingers, held his breath and touched the ‘up’ switch. As they 
shot up, the roof fell in. 
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When you and Norman reached the Cadillac you 
hesitated. ‘What are we going to do about the Doctor? He’s 
still trapped in the anti-matter lab.’ The Doctor’s head 
appeared before you. 

‘Go,’ it said. 

‘Are you sure?’ The Spacelab had now reached its 
maximum height. Soon it would be flung out of the thermal 
and begin its descent to earth. 

‘Go,’ repeated the Doctor’s head. 

“We’ll look for you.’ You wondered if the Spacelab would 
survive. Then you remembered something. These were 
hardly the circumstances but you had to say it. You doubted 
if there would be another chance. “When I picked up K-9 
there was a letter. It said if I ever saw the Doctor, Sarah Jane 
sends her love.’ 

The head nodded. It spoke for the last time. ‘Go.’ 

You set the co-ordinates for Fusion Centre and 
dematerialised. The last thing you saw was the Doctor’s 
head, smiling farewell. When you materialised on the Fusion 
Centre roof you noticed that Norman was gripping the edge 
of his seat. His face was pale and his knuckles were white. 
‘Oh boy,’ he breathed, ‘I never want to go through that 
again.’ You looked round the FERN site. A thick red muddy 
rain was falling and the whole area looked drenched in blood. 
All the corrugated buildings had collapsed but most of the 
concrete structures still stood. Lamp-standards leaned over 
the buckled roads, shining feebly through the red murk. 

“Where’s the elevator?’ you asked Norman. 

‘Over there.’ said Norman. 

By the time you reached the elevator you were both soaked 
and looked like a pair of Red Indians. When you reached the 
Operations Room the mud had dried to a dull terracotta, and 
you felt like a variant of the People of the Dust. The 
Operations Room was deserted. Only the holographic visual 
display units flickered with life. In the mad scramble to 
escape the guards had thrown away their weapons. You 
picked up a couple with full magazines and made your way 
carefully towards the three blank screens at the far end of the 
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room. A door behind the screens began to slide open. You 
took cover and waited, your automatic lined up on the exact 
centre of the door. Nobody came through. Who ever was 
behind the door was also waiting. Then you heard a familiar, 
pernickety metallic voice. ‘Sensors detect ambush situation.’ 
“Take ’em out, K-9,’ said another voice. You stepped out 
into the central aisle as K-9 trundled forward, blaster at the 
ready. 

‘It’s all right,’ you called. ‘It’s me!’ 

K-9 stopped. ‘Owner identified. Second person 
unknown.’ 

‘K-9, this is Norman. He’s a friend.’ 

As you were exchanging stories with Drax and K-9 and 
retailing what had happened to the Doctor the blank central 
screen above you glowed into life. ‘This is the Chief 
Executive,’ boomed a harshly distorted voice. The screen 
showed an image of the wrecked vacuum chamber. It was 
almost completely buried in rock. Of Omega himself there 
was no sign. You wondered if he had reverted to his original 
form, but when he spoke again, it was the voice of the 
Doctor. ‘All personnel are to return to their stations. As soon 
as the damage is repaired the countdown to fusion zero will 
continue. All personnel will return to work. Failure to do so 
will be construed as treason. Punishment will be immediate 
and terminal. The Chief Executive has spoken.’ 

‘Doesn’t change, does he?’ said Drax. 

“How does he think he’s going to straighten out that mess?’ 
said Norman. 


Omega stood inside the severed vacuum chamber, his 
mind taking in every single detail. For the Solar Engineer 
who had given his race the power to travel through Time this 
was a minor, but annoying, problem. It indicated that 
someone, somewhere, was still trying to interfere with his 
grand design to encapsulate Gallifrey in stasis. The absence 
of Drax and K-9 was another snag. To spiral out of control, 
the reaction needed impurities to be present. The heap of 
rubble that had fallen through the cracked chamber would 
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suffice and, besides, Drax and K-9 would not get far. These 

meddling fools, thought Omega. They should know it was 
useless to resist the will of Omega. He brought the vast 
resources of his willpower to bear on the fractured chamber. 
The mass of metal and ceramic began to shift and creak under 
the weight of rock. Slowly, the two edges began to move 
towards each other. Omega summoned all his powers of 
concentration and reached deep inside himself, through the 
soulless realms of anti-matter, seeking for the ‘gate’ of 
Singularity where matter and anti-matter met and annihilated 
all normal physical laws. He found the moment, the point, and, 
for a fraction of an instant, abandoned himself to it. In that 
fraction of an instant, the vacuum chamber grew seamlessly 
whole again. As he had learned to do during the aeons of his 
incarceration, Omega caught himself before he fell through into 
unlawed chaos and reasserted the power of his will. Now that 
the chamber was remade the fusion reaction could proceed. 


Drax had been watching the image of the wrecked chamber. 
As the edges had begun to creep towards each other it occurred 
to him that Omega must be inside it. ‘Right,’ he said. “This is 
our chance to get our own back!’ As K-9 interfaced with the 
main Fusion Control computer Norman watched with amazed 
fascination as the vacuum chamber grew whole again. 
“Whatever else he might be, he sure is one hell of an engineer.’ 

‘Come on,’ said Drax. ‘All hands to the pumps!’ 

‘What do you want us to do?’ you asked. 

‘Give him a taste of his own medicine,’ said Drax tersely. 
‘You stand by on the exit hatch kid. Norman, when K-9 gives 
the word, slam this rig to full power!’ 

‘But you can’t boost it straight up to a hundred million 
degrees,’ said Norman. “You’ll blow it!’ 

‘Blow it if we don’t,’ said Drax. ‘But if Omega’s the engineer 
you think he is, it’ll take it. He’s built himself a far better trap 
than we ever could.’ Drax moved to you. ‘Got that ticker?’ You 
handed over the bluish metal strip and the Indian’s head-ring. 

‘What are you going to do, Drax?” 

Tm going to try and get in touch with the Doctor.’ 
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‘Ready,’ said K-9. Interfaced with the main computer, 
K-9 now controlled every function in the Operations Room. 

- ‘Close the hatch, kid,’ said Drax. 

‘Full power,’ ordered K-9. 


The circular hatch, thick as a bank-vault door, closed with 
the merest hiss, but it was enough to distract Omega. As he © 
swung round to locate the source of the noise the temperature 
leaped by. millions of degrees. Omega immediately 
abandoned the Doctor’s body and began to fight for his 
existence. The temperature leaped higher. So did the 
pressure. Great flat sheets of light, caused by radiation 
released from the surrounding rock, flashed round the 
chamber and smashed like mirrors against the brazen mask. 
The realms of matter and anti-matter began to collide, 
shattering Omega’s concentration still further. He covered 
the cruel eye-slits of his mask with his gauntleted arms. 
‘Nothing can resist the will of Omega!’ he bellowed. The 
magenta laser ring glowed to orange, then yellow and finally 
passed out of the visible spectrum altogether. Here and 
there, needle-sharp sparks of light began to flash and bloom 
and multiply. The fusion reaction, the process that powers 
the sun and stars, had begun, bombarding Omega with 
increasing amounts of energy. Outside, the rock burying the 
vacuum chamber melted to a white-hot mass and the whole 
cavern began to sink. As it did so the glowing sea of rock 
boiled and towered and heaped itself into strange shapes and 
moved slowly towards the earth’s core. ‘No!’ howled Omega, 
‘I deny this! It is not so! Nothing can resist the will of 
Omega!’ The black shape began to expand and twist like the 
funnel of a whirlwind, sucking the furnace of heat and light 
into its blackness. The blackness began to spread— 


“We have fusion,’ said K-9 calmly. For a moment the 
forces of light and darkness were held in balance; then a wall 
of tawny water burst into the cavern and fell majestically onto 
the molten rock, burying it in a furious exploding mass of 
steam and spray. On and on it came, a vast tidal wave, 
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pressured from the Amargosas, through the fissured desert, 
to dump itself in FERN. 

‘Pressure intensifying,’ announced K-9. You could feel 
the floor of the Operations Room trembling beneath your 
feet. Cracks were rivering up the walls. One of the screens 
split with a report like a cannon. 

‘Time to run,’ said Drax. 

‘Affirmative,’ said K-9. 

The roof of Fusion Centre was rippling like silk as you 
threw yourselves into the Cadillac. As Drax pulled the 
HADS control the roof caved in beneath you. 

Afterwards, when it was all over, there was no sign of 
Omega, or the vacuum vessel, or the cavern of molten rock. 
All that remained was the flat black surface of the lake that 
had overwhelmed them all. 


Go to 33. 
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33 
You and the Doctor stood at the edge of the black lake, 
watching Drax splash about. ‘You ought to come in,’ he 
said, ‘it’s still pretty warm.’ 

‘Temperature twenty-three degrees Celsius,’ said K-9, 
‘humidity forty-six point eight per cent.’ 

It was two days later, and this was the first chance you 
had had to speak to the Doctor in the flesh. At first you had 
been kept under observation for shock, but since you 
appeared to suffer no ill-effects the FERN medics decided 
to discharge you. Apart from any other consideration, they 
needed all the beds they could get for the other victims of 
the cataclysm that had accompanied Omega’s disappear- 
ance. FERN, already stricken by the quake you and 
Norman had engineered, had been flattened by a second 
quake caused by the wall of water falling on the molten 
rock. The remains of Fusion Centre stood on a plain of 
dried red mud. Every other building had been bulldozed 
away, but Fusion Centre, gutted and gaunt, was being left 
as a memorial to those who had lost their lives. 

‘If that wall of water had not burst through,’ said the 
Doctor, ‘things would have been far worse. The fireball 
could well have penetrated right through the Earth’s crust, 
with all the effects Omega intended.’ 

‘Where is Omega?’ you asked. 

‘Well,’ said the Doctor, looking into the black depths of 
the lake, ‘He’s not down there, is he, K-9?’ 

‘Negative, Master.’ 

‘Do you think he really is destroyed?’ you said. 

‘Not enough information available,’ said K-9. 
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‘You can’t destroy Omega,’ said the Doctor, ‘without 
. creating a temporal anomaly. Isn’t that right Drax?’ 

‘I think PII just try another length,’ said Drax, setting off 
at a powerful crawl. 

‘What sort of temporal anomaly?’ 

‘If you destroyed Omega altogether,” said the Doctor 
thoughtfully, ‘I might not be here.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘I found myself thinking about it while I was trapped in 
anti-matter. At first I thought that we were somehow 
opposite sides of the same coin, like Jekyll and Hyde. So 
when I finally did escape I got in touch with the Keeper of the 
Rolls on Gallifrey. He pointed out that my first idea was 
ridiculous since Omega was born many generations before I 
was. Then, when he looked into it, he discovered that Omega 
could have been a direct ancestor of mine.’ The Doctor was 
silent for a while, and then he smiled. ‘So, you see, there 
could be a link. If it weren’t for him, possibly I wouldn’t be 
here.’ 

‘You very nearly weren’t,’ you said. ‘How did you escape?’ 

‘Fusion,’ said the Doctor. “When Omega knew he had to 
fight for his existence he resumed his own form and I got 
mine back. After that it was just a matter of getting to the 
TARDIS before Spacelab made a big hole in the ground.’ 

- “It came down in the Pacific, didn’t it?’ 

‘So I believe.’ 

‘Doctor.’ 

‘Yes?’ 

“Will this fusion process ever work?’ 

‘In a way,’ the Doctor smiled. ‘Would you like to see?’ 

“How? 

‘Well, I owe you something. I could still be stuck in that 
confounded anti-matter laboratory if it weren’t for you.’ The 
Doctor opened the door of his TARDIS. ‘Shall we go and 
have a look?’ You stepped inside. 

When you came out you found yourself inside the gaunt 
remains of Fusion Centre. A gray-haired man was showing 
two young couples and their small children the com- 
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memorative plaque set in the centre of a white marble 
sundial. His lapel badge described him as ‘Chief Executive’ but 
you recognised his round, homely face instantly. “Well, kids,’ 
he was saying, ‘this is where it all happened, twenty years ago.’ 

‘Gee, granpa,’ said one of the small children, ‘weren’t you 
scared?’ 

‘No, not really, said Norman. Then he caught your eye and 
seemed to recognise you, vaguely. ‘Well, not scared, exactly.’ 

You and the Doctor walked out through the main gates of 
Fusion Centre. The FERN you knew was gone. Instead, a vast 
glittering lake spread in all directions. As your eyes got used to 
the glare you saw that the lake was composed of row upon row 
of gleaming ceramic and metal structures rather like 
water-lilies, embedded in a silvery base. The shining, orderly 
expanse extended for miles across the desert, as far as you could 
see. ‘Wow,’ you said, ‘what is it?’ 

‘Modelled photosynthesis,’ said the Doctor. “You know how 
plants turn sunlight into energy? This is the same sort of thing 
but using metals and ceramics instead of leaves and stems. It’s 
still a fusion reaction, but this time the reactor is safe, 
permanent and a hundred and fifty million kilometres away.’ 

‘The sun?” 

‘That’s right. Scientists have known about it for a hundred 
years but it took a disaster like this, and one or two others, 
before they could persuade governments to give up nuclear 
fission and fusion.’ 

‘How does it work?” 

‘Well, it’s simple in principle, and difficult in practice. 
Basically, you use various combinations of chemical com- 
pounds to split water into hydrogen and oxygen simply by 
using the sun’s power. Hydrogen and oxygen can then be 
burned as fuels, producing water. When you get the process 
right, you don’t even have to do that. All you use is the sun’s 
energy.’ 

‘Why didn’t they do it before, instead of producing all that 
pollution, all those bombs?’ 

‘Because you’re an awkward lot,’ said the Doctor. “The 
human race seems to like surviving by the skin of its teeth. You 
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thrive on it. I must say, it makes life more interesting, the 
occasional bit of risk.’ 

‘Doctor.’ 

‘Yes?’ 

“Where are we going next?’ 

‘You’re going home,’ said the Doctor firmly. 

Drax pulled up the Cadillac close to where you lived. After 
you had said goodbye to him, and K-9, and the Doctor, you 
felt sad. 

‘Doctor, d’you think I will be able to come with you again 
sometime?’ 

“Who knows?’ said the Doctor. “Everything is possible.’ 
There was something about his smile, and the wink Drax 
gave you, that made you feel better. The next instant they 
were gone. But as you walked home and thought about what 
you had done, you began to feel extraordinarily pleased with 
yourself. Next time, you thought, would be something else 
again. 

THE END 
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were used. One was produced by the electric current passed 
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surrounded the torus, a doughnut-shaped vessel made of steel 
encased in a concrete box. 

‘Fusion by modelled photosynthesis was originally 
developed in the 1980s. Although it is the cleanest and safest 
fusion technique, it did not come into general use until the 
second half of the twenty-first century.’ 
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